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The Pzrxs0Ns repreſented. 


SOLYMAN the Second, ſirnarned 


The Magnificent, Emperor of $46: QuiN.. 
the Turks, 


MusTAPHA, , Mr. MiLwaARD. 
ZANGER, his Sons, Mr. WRIGHT. 
RusTAN, Grand Vizir, __© Mr. Mails. 

MourTi, | | Mr. WinsToON. 

\ ACHMET, Friend'of Miſtapha, Mr. HAvaRD. _ 
OsMan, - Mr. Wooppurn. © 
Roxot ana, Emyreſh, | Mrs. BUTLER. | 
SARS wn Mrs, GIFFARD, *7 
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By Mr. THOMSON. 
Spoken by Mr. MiLwazrp. 


INCE Athens fir/l began to draw mankind, 
To picture life, and Fow th? impaſſir''d mind; 
The truly wiſe have ever deem'd the ſtage, 
The moral ſchool of each enhighten'd age. 
There, in full pomp, the tragic muſe appears, 


ueen of ſoft ſorrows, and of uſeful fears. 
uy 7s the leſſon reaſen'd rules _ 


She pours it firong and inſtant thro' the heart. 
If virtue is her theme ; we ſudden glow 
ith generous flame : and, what we feel, we grow. 
f vice ſhe paints ; indienant paſſions riſe : 
e villain fees himſelf with loathing eyes. 
Flis foul ſtarts, conſcious, at another*s groan : 
And the pale tyrant trembles on his throne. 
To-night our meaning ſcene attempts to ſhow, 
What fell events from dark ſuſpition flow ; 3 
Chief when it taints a lawleſs monarch's ne, 
To the falſe herd of flatterin os con 
The a fanks for to + dire a ay ; 
Even excellence but ſerves to feed it's hate: 
To hate remorſeleſs, cruelty | andry 
And every worth, and every wirtue "Ueeds. 
Behold, our author at your bar appears, 
His modeſt hopes depreſs'd by conſcious fears. 
Faults he has many—But to ballance thoſe, 
His verſe with heart-felt Iove of virtue glows. 
All flighter errors let indulgence ſpare : 
And be his equal trial full and fair. 
For this beſt Britiſh privilege we call : 
Then—as he merits, lat him fland, or fall. 


E ÞP E 


A 


Ard for the vain delight of ſome low jeſl, | 


Their looks how open ! how ſerene their air ! 


By a FrIEeNnD, 
Spoken by Mr. Qu1N. 


E L L—for this once II undertake the part— 
But, would have been excus'd with all my heart, 
T come, geod Sirs, to ſpeak an Epilogue ; 
1 doubt, not feaſon'd to the taſte in Vogue : . 
Ner was TI made to fimper, ler, and coax, 
And torture meanings into wanton jokes. 
Our author too avows himſelf unfit 
To write ſuch ſirains as but diſhonour wit, 
Yet this, with humble hope, he bids me ſay : 
1F aught, leſs faulty, pleas'd you in his play ; 
Tf noble paſſions bade your boſoms glow ; 
If feeling pity taught a tear to flow; ; Bo 
If, while he try'd to make fair virtue ſhine, 
You ſmiÞ'd indulgent on the juft deſign : 
*Twere mean, theſe bright mprofſiens to efface, 
That dignify the mind which gives 'em place : 


Diſtaſte the wiſe, and pain the modeſt breaſt, 
Behold that circle of the liflening fair, 


May no rude bluſh invade one ſmiling face, 

T hat, ſafe from inſult, they may veil no grace ! 
Be yours henceforth to ſave them from alarms, 
And vindicate their violated charms, 
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RusTANn, MuFrTr. 


RUusSTAN. 
UIDE of the faithful, oracle of truth, 
Sage Mufti, hail and welcome | 
| Mourr1. 
Noble Puſtan, 


| Be peace and benediQion on the head 


Of him, the wiſe and valiant, who ſupports 
THh' imperial throne of earth's moſt potent Prince ! 


- RusTaAN. 


In happy hour you come. But ſure, my Lord, 
Arriv' d io ſoon, you travelP'd on the ſp'ir, 
MuFT1. 


| True, 1 have glow'd beneath the noon-day beam, 


And fhiver'd in the midnight's dewy ſhade, 
Unreſting from the Porte. Such prompt diſpatch 
| ' Great 


8 . MUSTAPHA 


Great Roxolana's mandate had enjoin'd. - | 
Inform me then what ſervice ſhe requires, 
Whom but live to ſerve. | 


RusTAN. | 
Indeed you owe, 
And I no leſs, all duty to her highneſs. 
RuSTAN;” 
Obſerve me then : and when your ear hath heard 
TW important tale, let caution lock it up 
Deep in the darkeſt ſilence of FO breaſt, 
From all but heaven. 
MouFrrT1. 
Have I not liv'd in courts ? 
Been preſent where I would not truſt a thought, 
In whiſper, even to things inanimate ? 
| RusTAN. | 
Th' attempt ſhe meditates is great and arduous ; 
Involves her deareſt happineſs, her life ; 
Perhaps the lives of all ſhe deigns'to love. 
Know then—the news will ſtrike thee with amaze — 
She holds prince Muſtapha her deadly foe. | 
_ MouerT1. Le 
Ha ! ſay'ſt thou ?—Muftapha ! the favorite ſon 
Of our redoubted Lord ! his eldeſt hope ! © 
Sole pledge the bright Circaſſian left his fondneſs | 
How will ſhe root him from a father's love, 
Who holds him dear for virtues that renown, 
And dignify himſelf ? The prince has fought 
His battles with ſucceſs ; and is ſuſtain'd _ 
By troops that know his worth ; that idolize 
His fame and fortune. . 
RusTAN. 
Thou haſt ſumm'd his crimes, 
Theſe are, with reaſon are, the mighty object 
Of Roxolana's hate. But would'ſt thou know, 
How ſhe may drive him from his father's boſom ? 


This boaſted courage ſhe admires ! exalts 
| With 


MUSTAPHA A. 9 


With all th inſidious laviſhneſs of praiſe : 
And will applaud the ftripling into ruin, 


MurrT1. 


Such foes indeed moſt ſurely aim their blow, 
Who praiſe to wound, and honor to deſtroy. 


RusTAN. 


My influence waits on hers. You know ſhe gave 
Her daughter to my bed. Whate'er I hold, 
Or graſp in diſtant hope, is hers alone : 
And, as my faireſt fortunes, all my aims 
With hers are blended intimate and deep. 
If Muftapha ſucceeds his royal fire, 
She falls for ever | ſinks from what ſhe is, 
Empreſs and conſort of unbounded ſway, 
Dower'd and declar'd ſo—ſinks into a flave |! 
Her ſons too—can a parent bear the thought ? 
Her ſons muſt bleed ! Her bloomipg Zanger firſt, 
Child of her love, a certain victim falls 
To that dire policy, which founds the throne 
Of each aſcending prince in brother's blood. 
She muſt deſtroy, orfperiſh. In ſuch caſe, 
| Neceflity is juſtice, 
MUFTI. 
True, my Lord. 
Cuſtom, the deity of half manki: 4, 
All-powerful o'er the ſoul, on whom opinion 
Waits with obſequious blindneſs, hath made ſacred 
Such dreadful deeds ; and bids our eaſtern world 
Hold them in venerable eſtimation. 
This, to'your purpos 'd vengeance, may give ſanftion : 
| But what will give ſucceſs ? The prince, my Lord— 
I tell it, with reluctance, of a foe— 
By every title, by each filial tie, 
Deſerves, and largely ſhares, his father's love. 


B RusTAN, 


—_— 


to MUSTAPHA: 


| RusTAN. 

What is the love our ſovereign bears his ſons ? 
Tis coldneſs, 'tis averſion, to the flame 
With which he burns for Roxolana's charms ! 
Not all the fabled power of herbs or ſpells 
Could raiſe it to more height. He doats upon her 
Beyond ail vulgar paſhon. Age but ſtrengthens, 
And each new day adds fervor to it's warmth. 

But as this great deſign requires much pauſe, 
And gradual artifice ; I, at fit times, 
Have thrown out hints, inſinuations, . doubts, 
Some dark and diſtant, ſome more plain and near : 
And from ſuch fruitful ſeeds is ſpringing up 
A harveſt to our hopes. The ſultan now, 
Declining to th” infirmities of age, 
Is lapfing to it's vices ; quick diſtruſt, 
Umbrage at rifing excellence, but chief 
At ſignal fame in arms. He fears his ſon : 
And in the hearts of kings, by years made gloomy, 


From fear to hate the progreſs is not flow. 
What 1ay's my friend ? 


MuFT1. 


Now, by the prophet” s tomb |! 
'The havey news is gladneſs to my ſoul. 
I hate the ſtripling— 


RusTAN. 

Hark ! the ſultan's voice— 
He leaves his couch. I muſt attend him here. 
You, haſten to th* apartment of the empreſs. 
Be wiſe, be ſecret: what ſhe gives in order, 
Obey without reſerve. 

'The daily form 
| Of ſolemn ſalutation now begins ; 


Fram'd to remind him what a monarch is, 
And what he once muſt be. 


SCENE 


T7... 
"5x 


MUSTAPHA 11 
SCENE 1. 


The back ſcene opening, diſcovers the ſultan's pavilion + he 
ſating ; officers and ſlaves around him. 


Firſt officer, behind the throne. 


The fragrant health 
Of morning when it ſhines; the gentle calm 
Of evening when it's dewy ſhades deſcend, 
Repoſe on Solyman ; and make his breaſt 
A paradiſe of ſweets. To him, the King 
Of Kings, the Lord of weſt and eaſt, belong 
Tuſtice and mercy ; to chaſtiſe all vice, 
And to reward all virtue. 
Second officer on the left. 
| Yet this prince, 
This firſt of monarchs, mighty, and renown 'd, 
This Solyman ſhall die ! 
Third officer on the right. 


| Praiſe be to Him 
Almighty and all-juſt, the ſole Supreme, 
Who lives for ever [ 
SOLYMAN riſing, 
+ | Leave me, 


| oCENE II. 
SOLYMAN, RUusTAN, 


SOLYMAN. 
What a ſcene 
Of folemn mockery i is all human grandeur ! 
Thus worſhip'd, thus exalted by the breath 
Of adulation, are my paſſions ſooth'd ? 
My ſecret pangs aſſuag'd ? The peaſant-hind, 
Who drives his camel o'er the burning waſte, 
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in MUSTAPHA. 


With heat and hunger ſmote, knows happier days, 
And ſounder nights than I. 


RUsSTAN. RT 
He ſeems diſturb'd. 
SOLYMAN. 
My couch is grown a bed of thorns : my ſleeps, 
That ſhould repair frail nature, weigh her down 
With viſionary terrors. "This dire dream, 
Not ſuch as fancy in her ſhadowy workings 
Amuſive raiſes and deſtroys at will, 
Was on my brain with deep impreſſion ſtruck : 
It ſeem'd the hand of ſome night-hovering power, 
Some genius watchful o'er the fate of kings, 
That meant to warn me—Ruſtan ! 
RUusTAN. 
| Health, my Lord, 
And ever-growing honors ! Dares your ſlave, 
Your trueſt ſervant, aſk what care invades 
His ſovereign's peace of mind ? 
SOLYMAN. 
Vizir, I bluſh 
To think illuſions of the dark have power 
To move me thus—Yet, wherefore, night-by night, 
Am I thus viſited with horrid ſhapes: 
And omens of impending ill ? 


» 


RUusTAN. 


Grant, heaven, 
That in ſuch warnings be not ſhadow'd forth— 


Pardon my zeal—th* unwelcome truths that oft 


Alarm our ears, of dark and deep defigns, 
'Thro' all thoſe bounds where Muſtapha preſides. 


w | SOLYMAN. 
Ha! Vizir—whither would'ft thou lead my thought ? 
| | RusTAN. + | 


I know the perilous niceneſs of this theme ; | 
*T'is cloath*d about with death : and I methinks, 
Prefuming thus to talk, am as a man 


' Who 


MUSTAPHA. 


' Who walks the ſummit of a fearful cliff, 
Each motion. hazards falling : -and that fall 
Is fate inevitable. 


13 


SOLYMAN, 
| Thou art ſafe. 
When duty ſpeaks, it's very error claims 
Not only pardon : it deſerves applauſe. 


RUSTAN. 
What may not youth, my Lord, impetuous youth, 
By faQtious armies heated and inflam'd, 
By ſtrong ambition feaver'd into phrenzy, 
Preſume to dare ? Impatient of controul, 
*Fwould ſpurn at heav'n itſelf, would ſcale the throne 
Of him, the ſacred power, who gave it being. 
SOLYMAN. 
WT 'T hou haſt arrous'd my ſoul. And if I doubt, 
F I will prevent.——That were a tyrant's baſeneſs ; 
Who kills—becauſe he fears. —Away ſuch thoughts. 
Nor can this be. TI have approv'd him faithful, 
He {till reveres the monarch in the father : 
7) And love of one preſerves him juſt to both. 
=_ RusTAN. 
By So may it ever be. And you deſerve : 
ak His moſt devoted ſervice. For his ſake, 
You broke thro? all the rules of royal cuſtom, 
'T hat buries in the dark ſeraglio's round, 
And keeps at cautious diſtance, ſon or brother, 
From knowledge and employment, 
SOLYMAN, 
True: my heart 
Diſdain'd thoſe narrow forms which low ſuſpicion, 
TY inglorious policy of mean-ſoul'd men, 
Had render'd reverend to our barbarous world : 
Beheld with ſcorn by wiſer nations round us, 
Whom reaſon and diſcernment have enlarg'd 
With nobler views, and poliſh'd into honor. 


RusTAN, 


14 MUSTAPHA. 
: RusTAN, 
A zeal well meant, tho? indiſcreet, the king 
Will ſure forgive. —But does this ſon approve 
The breach of antient cuſtom—in each inſtance ? 
There may be novelties 
SOLYMAN. 
What wouldft thou ſay ? 
RusTAN, 
F'et fince the time inhuman Tamerlane, 
In Bajazet's infulted queen, diſhonor'd 
/ The majeſty of empire, future ſultans 
' Have ſhunn'd the marriage-tie. 
SOLYMAN. 


Solyman has not : 
Superior to that cowardice of pride, 
Which made it a ftate-maxim—Bat fay, who, 
What flave of mine ſo lightly holds his life 
As but to murmur at it? 
RusTAN. 

All good ſubjefts 

Applaud your act with dutcous veneration. 


Fair Roxolana even adorns the name, 
The honor'd name ſhe wears. The prince too, Sir, 


Is valiant, noble, rich in manly virtues, 

And with theſe virtues, loyal—But his pride— 
SOLYMAN. 

His pride !—away—he does not, dares not blame— 

Confuſion !—blame ?—He muſt approve my act. 

Reaſon inſpir'd, and honor boaſts it done. 

She merits more than pomp and power can give : 

Even all that love in his unbounded fondneſs, 

Inventive to beſtow with taſte and grace, 

Can find to crown the idol of his vow. — 

I loſe myſelf in fondneſs—Say, I wiſh 


A moment's converſe with her.—Stay. Thy letters, 


What ſay they of my ſon : will he obey 


My 
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MUSTAPH A, 


My order ? Does he come to vindicate 
His queſtion'd loyalty ? 

| RUSTAN. 

To all but that 

My laden ſpeak at large, and high extol 
His gentle manners, popular. behavior, 
And equal uſe of delegated ſway. 

SOLYMAN, 
My mandate was expreſs and abſolute : 
And I expect him here, ere yonder orb 
Has meaſur'd half it's courſet-But ſhould he fail— 
That popular behavior, priz'd ſo high, 


May coſt him dear |! My Roxolana comes. 
I would be left alone, 


1d tetetntetetnfntnttenthnthntenthnthnthothnthnth 
SCENE IV. 


RoxoLANA, SOLYMAN, 
RoxoLANA. 


15 


Alas, my Lord, 
Thro' thoſe ſevere regards you dart around you, 


Methinks I read ſome diſcontented thought. | 
Ah ſhould it point on me !- 
SOLYMAN. 


My Roxolana ! 


'That fear is vain, is cruel to us both. 

No anger, no diſtaſte can dwell with love, 

With love like ours, ennobled into friendſhip, 
That, while it ſoothes, invigorates the heart : 
Union of wiſhes, harmony of wills, 

Blended and loſt in one conſenting intereſt, 

One undivided happineſs, beyond 

'The ſolitary, joyleſs pride of power, 

That dazzles, not delights A heart like mine 
O'erflows its bounds, unheeding——T but meant 


Os To 


Is waken'd here | 


 MUSTAPHA 


To pour into thy faithful breaſt the cares 
That break upon my peace. 

| RoxoLANA.. 

| Give me them all : 
And I will charm them to repoſe, or ſhare 
Their ſharpeſt pangs. 
SOLYMAN,. 
A ſwarm of gloomy fears 


RoxoLANA, 
What fears, my gracious Lord ? 
SOLYMAN, 
Now, Roxolana, ſpeak as in the fight 
Of that ſtern angel who explores the grave, , 
And calls departed ſouls to ſtrict confeflion, 


- 


t RoxoLANA., © 
What do I hear ? 
.SOLYMAN. - 
My favor'd Muſtapha, Wo 
So grac'd and fo diſtinguiſh'd by my fondneſs, # 
Feels he for me that love a ſon ſhould fee} 7 
For ſuch a parent ? $ 
RoxoLANA. , 
Whence that doubt, my Lord? ; 
SOLY MAN. | p 
Aſk thy own heart. Has not thy Tove for me 4 
Alarm'd thee to ſuſpicions of his conduct ? * 
RoxoLANA, '2 
What can a father wiſh beyond his duty ? 2A 


When your juſt vengeance ſends him forth to war, 
Great in your power and glorious by your fame, 
He hurls the dreadful thunder : then returns 
Submiffive to your nod, alike reſign'd, 
Commanding or obeying. You the while, 
To give this brave and boundleſs ſpirit ſcope, 
- Remain 


MUSTAPHA i7 


Remain, my Lord, unactive in the ſhade, 
Obſcuring your renown ; that his may riſe 
And ſhine, to dazzle your admiring ſubjects, 
Who bleſs his brightneſs, dwell upon his light 
And hail their future Lord ' [+ 


SOLYMAN. 


Ha! heard I right? 
Thou ſay*ſt T have been unactive—cruel truth |! 
The world has ceas'd to tremble at my name. 


Once Afric, Afia, Europe, fled before it. 


The Perſian loſt a kingdom to my arms : 
I humbled Egypt ; cruſh'd it's daring rebels. 


Proud Rhodes, defended by the choſen boaſt 


Of chriſtian chiefs, ſuſtain'd not my aſſault. 
I ſhook the diſtant Danube with my thunder : 
Struck terror to the heart of it's bold ruler. 
My threatning war hung o'er his capital, 

A gather'd tempeſt ; waiting but my nod 
To burſt in ruin on it. Yes——this was; 
But now, perdition |! Oe: 


4 


RoxoLANA. 
Moderate, my Lord, 

This riſing tranſport. 
| | SOLYMAN. 


*Tis a coward's vaunting : 
And valor bluſhes at it. —Roxolana |! 


What am I now ?—ſunk, loſt in ſloth and ſilence ? 
While Muſtapha has reign'd for Solyman! 
Poor and debaſing !—Kings who ceaſe to act, 
Ceaſe to be kings. 

RoxoOLANA. 

Yet Muſtapha's renown 
Is yours, my Lord. The name of Solyman 

ore terror in it, conquer'd where he fought not : 

And, as the victory, the praiſe was yours. 


C SOLY MAN« 
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SOLYMAN. | 
Thy virtuous tenderneſs for me deceives thee. 
I ſee my fatal error, feel my danger. 
We may oblige our children into foes, 
Even till they hate as deep as we have lov'd. 


RoxoLANA. 

But then proceed, my Lord, by wary fteps. 
Obſerve him, if he leagues with men who ſcreen 
[Their ſpleen to you, their diſappointed pride, 
Behind the ſpecious maſk of public zeal. 

Mark if the winning ſoftneſs of his manners 

Be native or aſſum'd : humility 

Is oft diſguis'd ambition. Note the means 

By which he ſlides into the vulgar boſom ; 
Feign'd pity for their ſufferings, hinted hopes 
Of better times. But chief remark the arts 

He puts in uſe to court the ſoldiers” love ; 

A coarſe ſimplicity of taſte and life, 
In their hard fare, groſs wit, and blunt demeanor, 

Their fellow and companion. Miſchief oft, 

And murderous treaſon lurk beneath ſuch plainneſs. 

ht SOLYMAN. 

O wretchedneſs of royalty | what thorns 

Weave their ſharp points with empire's gaudy robe”! 
Now. by my father's ſoul, thou haſt heard more— 

] read it in that lock more than thy nge 

Dares truſt mine ear with 


FFT ITLEELESS SS, [#6 XX 
= CENE V, 


SOLYMAN, ROXOLANA, RUSTAN. 


% 


../ SOLYMAN. 
Ruſtan !—whence this haſte 2 
RusTAN. , 


My Lord, the prince approaches —— 
WE SOLYMAN, 


T 
? 
* 
W 
rg 
ov 
i 
) 
6g? 
A 


| MUS'TAP HA: I9 
SOLYMAN, 
Ha! what ſay'lt thou ? 
RusTAN. 
And enters now the camp. 
SOLYMAN. 

*Tis well.—The troops 
How greet they his arrival ? 
RUSTAN. 

With mad haſte 
They pour by thouſands o'er the tented plain, 
And ſwarm around him. *Tis all wonder, fondneſs, 
Each paſſion, every folly, of the vulgar 
Expreſſing heart-felt joy | 
SOLYMAN. 
Indeed ! 
RusTAN. 
And hark ! 
That anivertal ſhout ſpeaks loud their tranſport. 
SOLY MAN. 
the traitors |! 
RoxoLANA. 
What attendance brings he ? 
RusSTAN. 
Henne will tell your highneſs. 
SOLYMAN.. 


Again | 


Bid him enter. 
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SOLYM AN, ROXOLANA, RUSTAN. 


ACHMET. 


Prince M uſtapha— 


SOLYMAN. 
Is come |! 
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And by your ſlave, 
Imptores admiſſion to your royal preſence. 


SOLYMAN. 
] ſent thee to Amaſia, to his province : 
Say how he was employ'd. 
ACHMET. | 
As a prince ſhould bs : 
\ In all the nobler cares of peaceful ſway, 
That make the ruler Jov'd, the people happy. 
; SOLYMAN, 
Didfſt thou remark how he receiv'd my order ? 
How look'd he ? what reply'd he ? 
ACHMET., 
With ſubmiſlion 
He kiſs'd th' imperial ſignet : then diſmiſs'd 


His numerous court; on each with inſtance prefling 


Inviolable duty to their ſovereign. 
SOLYMAN. 

This more: with what attendance is he guarded ? 
ACHMET. 


With only thoſe who wait about his perſon, 
And one fair ſlave. | 


SOL YMAN. 

Enough.—A croud of thoughts, 
Doubting, diſcordant, riſe in tumult here, 
Unſettling my reſolves—What ſhould I think ?— 
Suſpicion may enquire, . but muſt not judge. — 3 
*Tis now devotion's hour : invoke we then, 3 
To guide our councils, that unerring mind, F 
Whoſe gaodneſs guards the majeſty of kings; z 
Whoſe juſtice each dark thought to judgment brings. 


The End of the Firft Ae. 
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ACTH SCENE L 


MusTAaPHa, ACHMET, HELli, OSMAN, 
Solders. 


MusTAPHA, af the door of the tent, to the ſoldiers . 
| who had followed him. 


Y friends and fellow-ſoldiers, I accept, 
Well pleas'd, theſe kind expreſſions of your 
love ; 
As meant in honor of our common lord, 
While thus you grace his ſon. But leave me now, 
And each attend his duty._—_———Heli, go, 
Watch near Emira ; bid her be of comfort : 
Say all is well. —Good Oſman, find my brother, 
My Zanger: I would meet him here. 
Oh, Achmet ! 
Faithful inſtructor of my youth in arms, 
Theſe ſhouts, this honeſt tranſport of the army, 
That had been muſic in the front of. battle, 
Is diſcord here ! . 
ACHMET. 
Now by fair faith and honor ! 

I felt my heart ſpring high within my boſom, 
And anſwer to th' effuſions of their joy. 


"Their ſhouts, their acclamations ſwell'd to paſſion. 


| MusTAPHA. 
Ah, friend—theſe acclamations will undo me ! 
ACHMET. 
What fays n my prince ? 


MusTAPHA. 


MUSTAPHA 


MusTAPHA. 
Whom ſevereign power beholds 
With jealous eye—for thoſe to be belov'd, | 
Is to be guilty ? 


ACHMET. 
=. Whatcan malice forget 
To raiſe a doubt againſt your faith and honor ? 
In peace, moſt trueand loyal to your father ; 
In war, your ſword has ever been employ'd, 
And ever with ſucceſs, againſt his foes. 
What would he more ?—Suſpected ? no, my Lord, 
The ſultan truly loves you. 


MusTAPHA. 
| __._ Bredin camps, 

Train'd in the gallant openneſs of truth 
That beſt becomes a ſoldier ; thou, my friend, 
Art happily a ſtranger to the baſeneſs, 
The infamy of courts. —Achmet, the Caſpian, y 
When terrible with tempeſt, is leſs fatal | 
To the frail bark that plows it, than a court 
To innocence and worth. A ſtepdame's hatred, 
Hatred implacable, becauſe unjuſt ; . 
A Vizir, meanly cunning, coolly cruel, 

—— Grown old in arts of treachery and ruin, 
Purſue me, hunt me down ! And what can I, 
UnpraQtis'd in all guile, oppoſe to dark- 
And deadly wrath ? the breath of public praiſe 1 
An empty name—that will but ſpeed my ruin ! 


ACHMET. 
Why ſhould they be your foes ? why hate the worth. 
That never injur'd them ?—PForgive me, heaven ! 
Could I believe ſo baſely of mankind, 
I] would renounce their fellowſhip, and ſeek 
'T he filvan wild, to herd with nobler brutes. 


MUSTAPHA. 


How can this be? All things around us wear 
A face of peace and filence. 
MusTAPHA, | 
Such the ſilence, 
The fearful illneſs, ere the thunder burſts ! 
Elſe whence this boding ſolitude ? this tent 
By all forſaken, even the meanelt ſlaves ? 
As we had ſent the peſtilence before, 
Our mortal harbinger !—But be it ſo. 
True valor, friend, on virtue founded ſtrong, 
Meets all events alike. 
ACHMET. 


23 


Ah, prince, *twas cruel, — 


Forgive my honeſt love—'twas moſt unkind 
To hide theſe apprehenſions from your friend : 
And now, too late, diſcloſe the fatal ſecret. 
But was it not moſt raſh, if ſuch your fears, 
Moſt wilful, unſupported by your troops, 
To meet this danger ? 
MusTAPHA. 

Achmet- 
But dare not diſobey a father's orders. 

ACHMET. 
The Vizir moves this way. 

MusTAPHA. 


Then, O my foul ! 
Wake all thy powers, and arm me ſtrong within ; 
That honeſty and honor, bravely plain, 


May ſtrike confuſion through his hollow ſmile 
And vizor'd malice. 


I can die: 


SCENE 


| Muſt needs, my Lord 


24  MUSTAPHA&A 
SCENE II. 
' MusTAPHA, RusTaAn, ACHMET, Basna, 


RusTaAN. 
May the Power we orvey 


Moſt merciful and gracious, crown my Lord, 


Thro' length of years, with brightneſs and renown ! 
To ſee your highnels here my ſoul has long, 
Has warmly wiſh'd. 

 MusTAPHA. 

Becauſe——thou art my friend, 

RUSTAN. 
Heaven knows with what fond warmth my willing 
tongue, | 

Still prompted from the heart, has painted forth, 


Your matchleſs virtues ; that exalted courage, 


That generous prudence, riyal of your courage, 
Which aged warriors wonder at with envy | 


But my applauſe is poor, and finks beneath 


The mighty ſubject : fame herſelf is proud 
To celebrate that hero, whoſe ſole arm 
Suſtains the throne of godlike Solyman, 
His glory and defence! 
MusTaPeHa. 
Thou know'ſt me not. 


He who can liſten, pleas'd, to ſuch applauſe, 


Buys at a dearer rate than I dare purchaſe, 

And pays, for idle air, with ſenſe and virtue. 

Art thou indeed my friend ? then ſhew it nobly 

As man, by deeds like theſe thy tongue extols : ; 

As ſubject, in true duty to thy ſovereign. 
RUSTAN, 

What amiable modeſty ! The ſultan 


MvusTAPHs. 


MUSTAPHA. ng 


MusTAPHA. 
Conclude this prefacing ; 
And to your bulineſs. | 
RusTAN. 
Sir, your royal father— 
MusTAPHA., 


Proceed. 
RusTAN, 


*Tis only 
| MusTAPHA, 
Say— 
RusTAN, 
2 His orders are, 
E This Baſha may receive your ſword. 
FT MusTAPHA. 


My ſword ! 
: RusTAN, 
Such his command. | 
& | MusTAPHA. 
a And, as he knows this Ruſtan 
My kindeſt advocate, my warmeſt friend, 
ZThe man who ſounds my praiſe aloud to heaven, 
He ſends him on this errand |! 
| RusTAN. 
Born to ſerve, 
ith abſolute obedience to fulfil 
y maſter's pleaſure, his true ſlave preſumes not 
WT aſk a reaſon for it. 
"| MusTAPHA, 
Heaven and earth ! 
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My ſword ? 
2 RUSTAN, 


What would your highneſs have me ay. 
Yn anſwer to this order ? 


D MusTAPHA, 
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MusTAPHA. 
Take it, Vizir : 
And tell thy Lord and mine, I ever held 
Submiſſion to a father's ſacred will, 
A ſorts firſt virtue, and his faireſt fame. 
Say, this good ſword has truly been employ'd 
Againſt his foes. —Achmet, it was the gift 
With which his fondneſs grac'd my early hand ! 
Which I had hop'd to part with but in death ! 
Stay. If thou art a friend, add this one truth, 
Add boldly—when his facred will demands 
The life he gave me ; this unhappy ſon, 
SuſpeCted as he is, will yield that life 
With equal reſignation. Thou wilt ſay ſo ? 
| RusTaN. 
By heaven, I will. 
MusTAPHA 
90, in thy lateſt hour, 
That heaven, who ſees us both, deal with thy ſoul | 


44444444444 
SCENE. IL 


MusTAPHA, ACHMET, 


; MusTAPHA. 
Oh friend ! 
ACHMET. 
Perdition on the doubling traitor ! 
Was it by arts like theſe he roſe to greatneſs ? 
To envy'd power ? How low beneath all ſcorn 
This court-diffimulation ſinks mankind ! 
MusTAPHA. 
Fly, Achmet, to Emira; greet her from me 


With love's moſt ſacred vows : but ſmoothe this new} 


With all the kind deceit, the virtuous falſhood, 
That friendſhip bids us uſe, to fave from anguiſh 
The tender boſom of the fair we love. 


SCENI 


MUSTAP HA. 
SCENE TY. 


MusTAPHA, ZANGER, 


Z ANGER, 
Muſtapha ! 
| MusTAPHA. 
Zanger | 
ZANGER. 
Brother of my love— 
O greatly, dearly welcome ! 
MusTaPna. | 
O my Zanger ! 
= My heart has ſicken'd to transfuſe itſelf 
® Into thy faithful boſom. Friendſhip mourn'd, 
Fa And found himſelf unbleſt for want of thee, 
= Thou ſoul of tenderneſs, to wake anew 
His holy flame, and light it into rapture. 
ZANGER, 
"'O more than brother! O my nobler ſelf ! 
® I ſwear by honor, by the ſecret inſtinct 
'That nature kindled in my infant breaſt, 
> That taſte improv'd, and reaſon makes immortal ; 


27 


© My ſoul that Ilanguiſh'd for thee, finds her powers 


; © Reftor'd to health and vigor in thy preſence: 
A © Nor more refreſhing are the dews of heaven 
= To Araby's dry deſart, than to me 

= Thy _=_ and wiſh'd return ! | 
MusTAPHA. ' 


| May fame renounce 
And ſcorn my name, if I not prize thy love 


& Beyond renown ; beyond th* applauding ſhouts 
XZ Of myriads inthe laurel'd front of war. 
S  LANGER. 

XZ © thou haſt fir'd my ſoul ! thy voice recals 
XZ Thedays of glory, when I trac'd thy ſteps 
XZ Thro' honor's rugg'd paths to noble danger ! 
VII watch by 1 ; the weary march by day; 
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28 MUSTAPHA. 
The battle's open rage ; the dark aſſault, 


Where unknown perils dwelt ; the ſum of toils, 


That fame impoſes, and ambition courts ! 
MusTAPHA. 


Ah | Zanger—thoſe bleſt days are fled for ever |! 


ZANGER. 
What * my friend ? 


MusTAPHA. 


Alas! I am no more 
That brother of the war, whoſe honeſt name 
Thy partial love has laviſhly adorn'd. 
Zanger, in me thine eyes behold a ſlave, 
Diſgrac'd ! difarm'd ! 
ZANGER. 


O'my preſaging heart! 


The Vizir- 
Moavarms.. 
He. 

ZANGER, 


Blue plagues upon him !—Yes, 


T have of late, I have obſerv'd his viſage, 


O'ercaſt with dark reſerve : his ſpeech ambiguous, 


Broken, and ſhifting quick, or pauſing ſhort. 


Even when he talk'd no more, fell miſchief lour'd 


And boded in his filence. But I thought not— 
How could fair honor think, his hell-born arts 


Took aim at you ?—It is not, cannot be. 


Our father loves you to your worth's extent: 


Then who dares be your foe ? 
 MvusTAPHA, 


o I have not loarne 


By what pernicious tales the ſultan's ear 


Hath been abus'd : nor can thy plainneſs think, 


Thy honeft foul, what arrows of the dark 


Cloſe hatred ſhoots with ; various, ſecret, ſwift, 
And fatal every ſhaft. Scins three moons paſt, 
+ H&. preſent of Celicious fruit was brought me, 
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The firſt and faireſt of the bounteous year ; 

Seaſon'd with complements of high regard, 

And profer'd love. I bade the bearer taſte, 

What ſeem'd moſt exquiſite. *T'was ſure my genius 
That gave the ſtrong alarm. TH unwary flave 

Ate freely—but, O heaven ! the lightning's flaſh 
Scarce ſwifter kills. His ghaſtly eye-balls roll'd ; 
Convulſions ſhook his frame—he groan'd ! | he died ! ! 
Expir'd before mine eyes !—O noble Zanger, 
The hand from whence that mortal preſent came 


29. 


I muſt not, will not gueſs ! 


ZANGER. 
Do not, my brother : 
Leſt I ſhould ſpurn' all humanities, and curſe 
Whom nature bids me reverence. Filial virtue ! 
Forgive the direful thought that wakens here—— 
Away—to harbor it were parricide 


Alas! my brother, friendſhip makes me impious ! 


And now, thy ſight, whence I had hop'd all joy, 
Thy ſight diſtreſſes me—Why didft thou come ? 
O cruel raſhneſs !/—-Wherefore art thou here ? 
To heap damnation on their heads! on mine 
Horror and ſure deſpair | 
_ _ MvsTarna, 

Look on me, Zanger. 
Thy virtuous ſoftneſs, while it charms, diſtracts me, 
Let me not ſee thy tears—they melt awa 
My firmer heart—Indeed I am to blame 
'To wound thy gentle nature with this tale— 
I am, by heaven—I ſhould have lock'd it up 
Even from my own refleCtion for thy ſake. 
Turn this way, hear me, friend. —Had I not come, 
Not paid obedience to a father's order, | 
I had avow'd a guilt that fled the light, 
And merited the fate I meanly ſhun'd : 
Nay more, had furniſh'd to my honor's foe 


Sure arms agaioft my ſelf; to ſtab me, Zanger, 
Thro? 


— 
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'Thro' all ſucceeding ages, in my fame ! 
And what are thouſand temporary deaths 


To one, one cureleſs wound that bleeds for eyer ? 
Well, Oſman. 
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SCENE v. 


MusTAPHA, ZANGER. | 


Osman,. 
Sir, the emperor approaches. 
His orders are, prince Zanger ſhould retire : 
He would confer with you in private. 
ZANGER, 
Brother !* 
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* embracing. 
MusTAPHA. 
Zanger! heaven only knows or when or where 
We meet again—Find Achmet out : the ſecret. be. 
T hat moſt imports my ſoul, on which my all 

Of happineſs, ſave thy true friendſhip, reſts, 

He can diſcloſe. Thus, from my heart, farewel ! 
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SCENE VI. 


MusTAPHA. 
He comes. A nameleſs terror ſtirs my ſoul, 
And ſpreads ſevere diſquiet thro' my boſom. 
Why ſhould I fear ? The man of guilt alone 
- Should feel diſorder. - * Tis but nature's frailty ; 
TH unbidden trembling of the various heart, 
\ Where hopes and fears ariſe, and paſs by turns. 


| SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


SOLYMAN, MusTAPHA, 


_—_ after a pauſe, and having ordered by fjans, all 


his attendants to withdraw. 
Muſtapha, fit. My order is obey'd: 
And thou art come. 
MusTaPHaA. 


While life informs this frame, 


Your will my Lord— 
SOLYMAN. 


It now enjoins thee ſilence. 
Attentive mark my words, and on thy life 


' Reply not, till my nod commands an anſwer. 


When that Eternal Power, whoſe will is fate, 
Firſt call'd me to the cares of royalty ; 
And when thoſe arduous cares had turn'd my ſearch, 
On each ſide round, for ſome directing light, 
Some fair example that might guide my ſteps ; 
I found inſtead, o'er all our eaſtern world, 
One total face of ignorance and night, 


| And myriads ſtretch'd beneath of dreaming ſlaves. .--— 


This fteril darkneſs, to a people, rude 

As nature at the birth of human kind, 

Seem'd venerable ; ſeem'd the proper ſtate 

Of greatneſs : and, as blindneſs is moſt vain, 

The proud barbarians, all they knew not, ſcorn'd. 

Amid this gloom profound, I caſt mine eye 

Back to th' enlighten'd- times of Greece and Rome: 

When cheriſh'd ſcience, like the riſen ſun, 

O'er earth's glad face diffus'd it's fruitful beam 

And, where it ſhone, the human boſom warm'd 

To thought exalted and heroic deed. 

"Their ſtory I revolved ; remark'd the plans, 

From age to age by chiefs and ſages trac'd, 

That make proce happy, or juſt war ſucceſsful: FD 
n 


| 
| 
; 


|  Rever'd thoſe arms they dreaded ; and, yet more ; 


> Rey 


You, Sir, have been my fludy. I have plac'd 


32 MUSTAPHA A. 


| But chief my family ; where blood-ftain'd rage 
| No longer rioted in ſcenes of death : 4 
| No ſon has bled, no brother pin'd out life, = 


' 


And, as I red, with pleaſing wonder own'd, 
To what fair heights, above our bounded ſphere, 
Inſtruction and example lift the mind !_ 
Till, what I long admir'd, at laft I dar'd 
To emulate : nor was the trial vain, 
Heaven ſeconded my views. My neighbours round 


From far Euphrates eaſt, to where it's wave 
Thro' chriſtian climes the weſtern Danube rowls, 
A hundred realms my gentle ſceptre bleſt, 


Sunk in ſome dungeon, to ſecure my throne, bp 
Thee, of thoſe ſons the firſt, and beſt belov'd, | - 

I cheriſh'd with ſuperior fondneſs ; rear'd | 's 

In arts and arms; with morals and with honor { 

Seaſon'd thy tender thought : whence, to my ſelf 

I hop'd a grateful heir; and, to mankind, 


When heaven ſhould ſummon me, a gracious maſter, 


This have I done ; but, where is my reward ? 
What hope, what comfort for my age remains ? 
If thou, impatient to aſcend my throne, 
Would'ſt rather now invade it ; now preſume, 
With parricidal hand, from mine to wrench 
The ſacred ſceptre, than ſubmiſſive wait 
Till, after me, time and tranſmitted right 
Have made it thine without thy crime. 
_ MusTarna, 
My Lord, 

For this FED this permitted freedom, 
To heaven and you I bend my heart in thanks : 
And as I would deſerve it, all my words 
To holy truth ſhall be ſeverely juſt. - 

E'er ſince reflection beam'd her light upon me, 


= 
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Before mine eyes, in every light of life, 

The father and the king. What weight of _ 
Lay on a ſon from ſuch a parent ſprung ; 

What virtuous toil to ſhine with his renown; _ 
Has been my thought by day, my dream by night. 
True to the fair example in my view, 

My heart, indifferent to poſſeſs a throne, 
Aſpir'd but to deſerve that envy'd ſeat, 

Where true content was never known to ſit ! 

I ſought renown in arms: yet, O believe me, 
It was but as a ſpur to nobler deeds ; 


A ſtrict engagement not to faint or tire- - 


In glory's arduous race; if haply fo 
I might deſerve a parent's courted praiſe, 
The great firſt aim of all my honeſt toils. 


But chief, and ever neareſt to my heart, 


Was this prime duty ; ſo to frame my conduct 


+ Towards ſuch a father, as, were I a father, 
= My ſoul would wiſh to meet with from a ſon. 
"* And may reproach tranſmit my name abhor'd 
4 To lateſt time—if ever thought was mine 


> Unjuſt to filial reverence, filial love ! 


- © 


SOLYMAN, 
But yet, the genius of imperial rule, 
All-incommunicable, knows no equal ; 
Nay knows no ſecond. "Thou haſt borne thy ſelf 
Above a ſubjects ſtate : by ſecret arts, | 
By dangerous popularity, haſt dar'd , 
To taint my armies, and divide their homage. 
Too well I know the native bent of man : 
From towering thoughts to traitorous deſigns 
He climbs apace. If ] at laſt muſt fear 
A rival in my flave—for ſuch thou art— 
"Thy virtues all are crimes. And were there none, 
Not one of Othman's blood to heir his empire : 
By that eternal] mind who form'd my ſoul ! 


E If 
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If guilt is found upon thee—true, thy father 
Will be unhappy—but thou art undone |! 

MusTAPHA. | 
And may that Power, whoſe ever-waking eye 
Explores the depth of human hearts, and ſees 
Each wiſh, each ſecret purpoſe, riſing there, 
Diſcloſe all mine before you ! O my father, 
Source of my being, ever lov'd and honor'd, 
Yes, let inquiry, rigorous inquiry, 
Call the whole tchor of my life to trial, 
Severe, impartial trial. If ſuch crimes 
Have ſtain'd me but in thought ; let open ſhame, 
Let tortures ſuch as wait the wretch accurs'd, 
The parricide, attone their guilt. 

SOLYMAN. 


| | This wears 
A ﬀace of virtue. -Muſtapha——the father 


Would favor thee : the judge muſt know no biaſs. 
Their differing titles call me ſeparate ways 3 
And each would have it's due. 
MusTAPHA. 
My failings, Siry 
Will want th indulgence of a father's love: 
My honeſty of heart dares well abide 
_ The judge's ſearching eye.—O think, my Lord ; 
Why am I here alone? Had my own thoughts 
=, Borne evidence againſt me, would I thus 
Provok& examination? thus embrace 


Perhaps the nobler, but th' unſafer, part ? 
For I have foes— 
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SOLYMAN. 
What foes? Be warn'd, and know, 
By charging others, guilt behind that veil 
Would lye conceal'd, would hide it's own dark : alms, 
MusTAPHA, 
Look on me, Sir. Suſpected tho' I be, 
+I am your ſon: I ftill inherit from you 
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A generous pride that cannot ſtoop to vileneſs, 
The vileneſs of a lie. Moſt true, my foes 
Had form'd a fell deſign againſt my life, © 
SOLYMAN, 
Ha! what deſign ? 
MusTAPHA. 
By poiſon to deſtroy me, 
| SOLYMAN, 
Poiſon ? aſtoniſhment |! 
MusTAPHA. 
And of a kind 
Exalted to ſuch power, ſuch deadly keenneſs, 
That he, the ſlave, who firſt effay'd it's rage, 
Taſted at once and died ! 
SOLYMAN. 
Merciful heaven ! 
MusTAPHA. 


_ My people ſaw; with horror and amaze, 


_* How near the verge of unſeen fate I ſtood : 


; we; 
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- They ſaw another by my death expire, 
- The death for me prepar'd, that thro? his frame 


Shot mortal ſwoonings, ſhot convulſive pangs ; 
Then kill'd him on the inſtant. This they ſaw, 
And trembled to behold. 

SOLY MAN, 

I tremble too ! 
I ſhudder at the dreadful tale O nature | 
A parent cannot baniſh thee for ever 
Was no enquiry made ? Can'ſt thou not gueſs 


Z This cruel foe ? 


MusTAPHA. 
I can forgive, my Lord. 
SOLY MAN, 
What ſhould I think ?—Thy brothers are thy friends, 
My Roxolana but *tis moſt prophane 
To mention her. She never was thy foe. 
| 5 MusTAPHA. 


hd 
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MusTAPHA. 
I never gave her caule. 
s SOLYMAN, 
Her faith to me 
I oft have prov'd, and ever found ſincere. 
-—— Her tongue too has been laviſh in thy praiſe ; 
By heaven, it has. | 
MusTAPHA. 
| Betwixt my foes and me 
Let heaven be judge. —But if their arts can win 
On him, a father whom my ſoul reveres 
With all the ſanCtity of truth and love, 
To think me baſe, ungrateful, and unjuſt : 
Hear, honor ! and approve me while I ſwear* 
I envy the poor ſlave ! I would be now *Fncels, 
As he is—Pangs like mine were well exchang'd 
For death's ſhort agonies 
SOLYMAN. 
Forbid it, virtue ! 
Thou muſt not talk thus, 
MusTAPHA. 
Had I periſh'd then, 
Sweet peace had clos'd mine eyes ! dying afſur'd 
You never thought me falſe ! aſſur'd, my fate 
Unmerited, untimely, would have drawn x 
A tear of pity from a parent's eye—— 2 
Alas! my Lord 


- 


SOLYMAN, 
O Muſtapha—my ſon !|— 
For ſuch again thou art, belov'd ! endear'd ! 
I mix my tears with thine. 


| MusTAPHA. 
| My king and father ! 2 
| *Tis joy, 'tis bliſs too powerful clouds my ſight 8 


| With this ſoft moiſture. 3 


SOLYMAN. 
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 SOLYMAN, 


Hence each doubt and fear, 
Children of dark diſtruſt. My ſoul receives thee 


To love and confidence. And now, my fon— 
The ſecret long conceal'd and laboring here, 

* 1 will diſcloſe before thee—but, ah! whence 

% Theſe ſhouts that tear the ſky ! Oſman, what news ? 
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SCENE VII. 


SOLYMAN, MusTAPHA, 
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 OsMAN. 
m1 My Lord, a ſudden mutiny ſpreads ſwift 
” Among the troops. The Janizaries chief 
© Pour from their tents, and cry aloud to arms ! 
SOLYMAN. 
| Confuſion \—Muſtapha, what may this mean '# 
K MusTAPHA. 
" $ heaven befriend my ſoul as I am loſt 
7 $5 horror and amaze—But haſte, my Lord, 
: And meet bold treaſon in it's mid career. 


SCENE IX. 


SOLYMAN, MusTAPHA, OSMAN. 


RUSTAN. 

Appear, great Emperor, or all is loſt ! 
Z The ſoldiers arm'd, and furious in their rage, 
'- As if one ſoul of treaſon reign'd in all, 

Surround your tent 
=  SoLYMAN. 
F | | How !— Muftapha, T will not 
Pronounce thee guilty—But this hour muſt fix 
The name of fon or parcicide upon thee. 


MusTAPHA, 
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MusTAPHA, 
Sir, I provoke the trial. 
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SCENE XxX. 
| RusTAN. 
Curſt event 


The danger imminent and ſure is mine. 

Should they demand my head—By hell! *tis theirs. 
+ To fave himſelf, the Sultan will reſign 
' His miniſter : that fatal polic; 
; Long cuſtom has made facred Dire ambition ! 

By following thee, I headlong urge my fate, 

And change ſecure repoſe for wretched ſtate. 


——_ 
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ACT ME FCENEL 
F RoxoLAna, Muerx. 


| RoxoLANA. 
HERE will this fearful revolution end? b 
And who mult fall the ſacrifice of fate, 
Ruſtan or Muſtapha ? 
Murr. 
Their fury ſeems 

As if inflam 'd, and check” d, by one ſole will, 
* Unlike the wavering multitude. 

ROXOLANA. 


That Ss 


D 
s HSA 


XZ Moſt terrible ! 
MurrT1, 

Tt would be but for him, 

| Their idol Muſtapha, whoſe pride of ſoul 

| Or call it loyalty—will ſurely prompt him, 

With oftentation, to repreſs at once 

The ſtorm his fancy'd danger has awak'd, 

2 RoxoLANA, 

X Doft thou believe ſo, Mufti? | 

E MuFrT1. - 

Hold it, Madam, 

A mol undoubted truth : and that on you 

No other labor lies, but to perplex 

B {tudy'd doubts and fears the Sultan's ſpirit; 

{ To hint his certain ruin from a ſon 

 < dangerouſly powerful o'er the paſſions 

s Of men inur'd to turbulence and treaſons.,.- : 
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RoxOLANA, 
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RoxoLANA, 

My better angel warns me from thy lips: : 

And, Mufti, thou ſhalt find me nobly grateful, 
Ruſtan, what news ? 


SCENE I. 


RoxoLANnAa, MuFT1, RusTaN. 


RusSTAN. 

This tumult threaten'd more 
Than even my fears ſurmiz'd. Already were 
Thoſe daring traitors ſpred around the grove oo 
That ſhades this tent ; a mighty hoſt in arms, "I 
Outragious, clamoring high for Muſtapha, 
And menacing perdition to his foes ; EY 
But chief to me. 


Rox0LANA. 
Audacious ſlaves !—but on. 
RUSTAN. 
In that nice moment, Solyman appear'd. 
Superior and unmov'd. At ſight of him, 
A ſpace they ſtood confounded and appall'd. 
MuFrrT1. 
_þ The multitude unaw'd is infolent ; 
Once ſeiz'd with fear, contemptible and vain. 
|  RusTAN. 
Yet, Mufti, when they caſt their eyes abroad 
On their own gather'd ſtrength, rekindled rage 
Spoke loud their madneſs in tempeſtuous ſhouts, 
And mingled uproar. I beheld from far 
'The various horror ; how at once they rag'd, 
| At once kept filence : and, as thwarting paſſions 
By turns prevail'd, were dreadful and diſmay'd |! 
| RoxoOLANA. 
Vhat follow'd this ? 2 
RusT Ax. 


% 
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RusTAN. 
Juſt then—but IT could wiſh 
To leave that part untold—the prince ruſh'd in; 
His look with grief and anger deep impreſs'd, 
His boſom naked to their ſwords—* Strike here ; 
«« Here point your rage, he cry'd. I, only TI 
« Am guilty—if your imptous arms have dar'd, 
« ][n violation of the allegiance due 
«From ſubjects, chief from me, to menace him 
«« Who reigns ſupreme o'er all,” 
Mut T1. 
: Why did they not, 
= © prophet ! fairly take him at his word ? 
; RusTAN. 
| This, with ſtrong tranſport utter'd, and enforc'd 
By burſting tears, which indignation ſhed, 
Amaz'd, abaſh'd them into fear and ſhame. 
W At once they crouded round the rais'd tribunal ; 
i 8 Threw down at once their arms, and proſtrate begg'd 
p2 8 For pardon, or for death.—-] would not dwell 
oo the ſequel. Muftapha's demeanor 
# Has won anew his father's heart, and wrought 
| A firmer reconcilement. 
RoxoLANA. 


Wrought our ruin ; 


If this be ſo. 

MvuFT1. 

An enterprize like ours, 

3 E Rais'd to this fateful point, muſt be accompliſh'd, 
= Or cruſh it's authors. 
= RusTAN. 

There is no return. 
{ No; we mult on, muſt paſs the perilous flood : 


To venture backward from this depth, we riſk 
| Incvtable liaking, 


3 Roxo0LANA. 
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| 

| 

RoxoLANA. 

| _ Ha /—it dawns : 

| Thy counſe}, Mufti, breaks upon my thought, 


Like morning o'er the ſhades of night. We yet 
-- Shall counterwork our fate. This paper too, 

Even from the friends of Muftapha procur'd, 

May ſerve to urge his fate. —The Sultan comes. 

Retire, my Lords Stay, Ruſtan: I may want 

Thy preſent aid. Now recollect thy foul, 

And ſecond what 1 ſay. 
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SOLYM AN, ROXOLANA, RUSTAN, 
 SOLYMAN. 
Preſumptuous flaves !-— 
Theſe accidents in ſuch a ſtate as this is, 
/ By laws unfix'd, are ever to be fear'd, 
| *B often fatal—This alarming ftorm 
Is paſt, my love: and tho” the rage of tumults 
Has from old time ſhook ſore our empire's frame, 
Nay buried Monarchs in the general wreck, 
This laſt I can forgive, It ſhew'd me plain 
The ſoul of Muſtapha. With care I watch'd 
Th emotions ſpringing from his inmolt breaſt, 
There where no art has power ; and found them true 
To virtue and to me. I know this news, 
To her whoſe deareſt happineſs is mine, 
Will be moſt welcome, 
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RoxoOLANA. 
You arc juſt, my Lord ; E 
Juft to us both. T triumph in your joy, 2 
And with it all ſincere. | CE 
SOLYMAN. 


Long peace, I find, 
But nurſes dangerous humors up to ſtrength, 


Licence A 
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Licence and wanton rage ; which war alone 
Can purge away. I will reſume my arms : 

And he, the Perſian monarch, who has dar'd 

Inſult my frontier on it's weakeſt fide, _ 

Shall fee] their edge once more. Some ſhew of conqueſt, 
Some light advantage by his troops obtain'd 
I fought not there—has ſwelPd his inborn pride 
Above all equal bounds. But ere the fun 
Lights up another morn, my powers ſhall hence 


To ſcourge that pride. A rougher ſeaſon now, 
My Roxolana, mutt divide the hearts, 


3 It ſhall not change, 


43 


RoxoLANA, 

; Mine is not in the power 

= Of time or accident. 'This faithful breaſt 

& Will know no hour of joy, till favoring heaven 
® Reſtore you, bright with conqueſt, to theſe arms, 
WBut—is all well, my Lord ? 


SOLYMAN, 
All well !- 
RoxoLANA, 
Alas! 
* SOLYMAN, 
E g Ha! what alarms thee ? 
S. RoxXoLANA, 


Does my Lord believe, 
W His lowly handmaid loves him ? 


SOLY MAN. 


Moſt unkind ! 
Yb doſt thou kneel, and hang upon my robe ? 


RoxoLANA. 
© Solyman—But wilt thou then forgive 
Gy EI he woman's ſoftneſs ? thoſe pref; aging thoughts 
Jrha wiſh, "Jt doubt thy lafety ? 
p DOLYMAN. 
Y Safety ! what, 
3 hat wouldft thou fay ? | 
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RoxXOLANA. 

O may my fears be vain ! 
But when my thought recalls this horrid tumult ; 
Recalls the unbounded infolence that ſpred 
So faſt, and rag'd ſo high ; when I revolve 
The cauſe that ſpirited thoſe factious men 
To ſuch bold outrage—can I chuſe but weep, 
And tremble for thy life ? 

DOLYMAN. 
| My life ! 
it  RusTaAN, aſide. 

Well ſaid, 


Exquiſite woman | 
RoxoLANA. 


Have they not preſum'd, 


From idle rumors—rumors too that ix 
On you the brand of murder—here to judge 
Betwixt you and your ſon ? to give you laws ? 
As if the ſovereign power was in their hands ! 
And you their flave! _ 
ON SOLYMAN. 
Ha !-—Roxolana—Ruftan ! 
RUsSTAN. 
She ſpeaks adreadful truth ! Power is no more, 
Authority 1 is loſt, when ſubjects dare, 
With curious boldneſs, ſcan their maſter's right, 
Control his royal pleaſure, and rejudge 
His higheſt acts. Contempt unkings a ſovereign. 
SOLYMAN. 
Contempt !—perdition !—Am I vilely fallen 
To that diſhonor ? 
RusSTAN.- 
You are ſtill yourſelf, 
Great, valiant, glorious : but ungrateful ſubjects, 
Woanton with wealth and eaſe, may wiſh to change 
The happy preſent for th' uncertain future— 
Alas, I go too far: you droop, my Lord, 


SOLY MA) 4 | 
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SOLYMAN. 
Away— What ſhould I fear ? My ſon's known virtue 
Forbids a doubt of him. 
RoxO0LANA. 
How I have lov'd, 
How oft with rapture dwelt upon his name, 
You, Solyman, beſt know. But duty now 
Shall triumph o'er that fondneſs— This wild form | 
He with a breath appeas 'd. 
SOLYMAN. 
He did, 
RUsSTAN., 


Grant heaven 
Her fears be idle ! "That fame breath can raiſe | 


A ſecond ; blow it into tenfold rage, Ef 
And bid it burſt on us—Would that were all ! 

The riſen tempeſt, ſpreading broader ſtill, 

May reach even Solyman ; may break pernicious 
Even on his ſacred head ! for who will then 

Bid the rous'd ocean peace? or drive it's ſurge 
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With govern'd fury ? 


SOLYMAN, 
Hold I then a crown 
Precarious and dependent on the nod, 


The caprice of another ?—Roxolana ! 


Thou dofſt not think fo. 
RoXxOLANA. 


Would I could not think it, 
O who can ſound the ſecresv heart of man !— 
Pardon my anxious love—-His thoughts are hid, i 
His real aims unſeen : his power is known, 
Is evident and felt. 

| SOLYMAN. 

__ Woman! by heaven! 

Thy words dart light into my darken'd ſoul-— 


There muſt be treachery, Who told thoſe rebels -—— 


J ſought 
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I ſought his life? What friend of mine would ſay, 
That danger threaten'd him ? 
RUuSTAN., 
O juſtly thought. 
Did Roxolana, did your ſlave, whoſe head 
-—. They loudly call'd for, bid the traitors riſe, 
To plunge their daggers in our breaſts ? 
SOLYMAN, 
"Tis plain.— 
Who, who would be a father ?—Friends, you weep 
« / Inpity of my fate ?—lI too could pour 
A breaking heart in tears. 
RoXOLANA, 
O may the news, 
This paper holds, be falſe as calumny, 
As malice can deviſe. R 
SOLYMAN, 
What news? what paper ? 


Whence comes it ? 
RusTAN. 


From Amaſfia, Sir, a ſlave 

Deliver'd it but now. 
SOLYMAN.. 

| I dread to look 
Upon this fatal paper—Ha ! it ſpeaks 
« Of peace at hand ; of terms the Perſian offers.” — 
<« 'That monarch courts with ardent love and ſervice 
&« My favorite ſon” —Why-trembles thus my frame ? 
What dire ſuggeſtions, conjur'd up at once, 
In hend-like ſhapes, ſpread horror thro my breaſt ? 
Where am I?-- What ?--depos'd? plung'd in a dungeon, 
To drag out weary life to it's laſt verge, 
A flave ! a nameleſs reptile !-—Theſe ſtrong warnings 
Are heaven's impreflive hand. —But how relolve ? 
How ſatisfy my vengeance and my fame? 
My ftormy ſoul yet knows not, dares not yet 
Acknowledge to it{clf. | 
ROXOLANA, 
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RoxoLANA looking after him. 
The Mufti ſoon 
Shall clear that doubt. 


ENNA] KUNIS OA EET 
SCENE IV. 


RusTAN. 

We are not yet ſecure, 
Fond nature may return, and baffle all | 
Our labour'd ſchemes..—Ambition ! deadly tyrant! 
Inexorable maſter ! what alarms, 
What anxious hours, what agonies of heart, 
Are the ſure portion of thy gaudy flaves ? 
Cruel condition ! Could the toiling hind, 
The ſhivering beggar, whom no roof receives, 
Wet with the mountain-ſhower, and crouching low 
Beneath the naked cliff, his only home ; 
Could he but read the ſtateſman's ſecret breaſt, 
But fee the horrors there, the wounds, the ſtabs, 
From furious paſſions and avenging guilt : 
He would not change his rags and wretchedneſs, 
For gilded domes and greatneſs ! 
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SCENE TV; 
ZANGER, RUSTAN. 
ZANGER, | 
| Ruſtan ! yes, 
Alone and muſing Soft : I will repreſs 


TY indignant rage my honeſt boſom ſwells with, 
And ſpeak him fair. 


RusTAN. | 

I heard a noiſe—Prince Zanger ! 
ZANGER. 

You ſcem wrapt up in meditation, vizir, 


RusTAN, 
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RusTax. 
I have been thinking what ſweet peace attends 
The homely ſhepherd's life. 
ZANGER, 
__ Can ſucha life 
/ Provoke a great man's envy ? 
, RusSTAN, 
| vir, forgive me: 
| 
| 
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I maſt attend the ſultan. 
ZANGER, 
Vizir, ſtay: 
—_ The ſultan is retir'd. I ſaw and mark'd . 
; | His viſage, ruffled with tempeſtuous paſſions. 
| | T know the dreadful cauſe ; thou too muft know, 
[|| Some inſtant peril menaces a life 
| l That mine but Jives in. Ruſtan,' by the names, 
[if The ſacred names of honor and renown |! 
1 Now join thy influence with mine, and ſave 
The nobleſt of his race. I 
RusTAN. F 
Save whom, young prince ? | 
| | | Z ANGER. | 
Whom ! holds the world a ſecond Muſtapha ? 
Vizir, believe me, this one glorious deed, 
Were thy life ſtain'd and foul with every crime, 
Would waſh out all. 
 RusTAN. 
; You much amaze me, prince. 
2 Is it for me to trace the ſecret ſprings 
| That aft my ſovereign's will ? or croſs it's workings ! 
Be far that curious raſhneſs from my thought, 
ſl! | But whence this deep alarm ? I have not learnt 
nl no W hat fate impends o'er Muſtapha—and yet 
| | Duppole———'twere death, 
ZANGER. 
Ha ! Vizir,momo—m_— 


RusTAY, 
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RusTAN, 
Yours, my. Lord, 
Is all the gain. | 
ZANGER, 
O prophet ! 
RusTAN. 
He remov'd, 
You are e this empire's heir. 
LANGER. 
| By that ſole Being 
E Who governs all events ? I would not reign, 
In wrong to him, the maſter of mankind. 
4 RusTAN. | 
3 Fine air-built notions, prince. The wiſe have thought, 
7 E That power, howe'er acquir'd, is ſovereign good, 
; L WDevoted to your ſervice, let me ſpeak 
EWith uſeful freedom. Be advis'd in time; 
Renounce a friendſhip that avails not him, 
nd may to you prove fatal. 
ZANGER, 
Sure thou doſt not, 
ZAll-ſateſman as thou art, thou canſt not mean 
; Flhe horrors thou haſt utter'd ? Were I, Vizir, 
WT his empire's lord, my firſt, my deareſt care, 
WShould be rewarding thee, even to the full, 
WF or giving righteous counſel]. 
RUSTAN. 
My advice 
EBeſpeaks my hearty love, and merits not 
ouch harſh and proud returns. 


LANGER. 
Thou earth-born ſlave "Ter 
7 thought to have reftrain'd me—— but thy baſeneſs 
Z#-rouſes me beyond diſſembling. No: 


Z Thy counſel periſh with thee—Heaven ! is he, | 
ire ſuch as he the men whom princes truſt ? 
tAnd muſt the fate, the ſafety or deſtruction 
G of 


go. MUSTAPHA. 
Of millions, each leſs guilty than himſelf, 


Hang on the breath of one whom thou muſt hate ? 
O providence! is human race no more 


The object of thy care? Why end I not, 
Even here, his life and crimes ? 


RvusTAN. 3 


Prince, have a care : 
Nay, handle not your ſword. Theſe ſtarts of youth, 
Swelling and frantic, touch not, move not me. 
Yet know——that but for her, my royal miſtreſs, 


Who loves thee, and to whom my duty bends— 
This threat might coſt thee dear, 


SCENE VI. 
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ZANGER, 3 

How could I hope A 

To melt a heart like his ? What now remains ? # 
Said he, my mother loves me ? then I know U 
Where even her breaſt is vulnerable. Yes; L. 


It is determin'd—If my friend muſt fall ; 
This righteous ſword, thro* mine, ſhall reach her heart. 
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SCENE VIL 


MusSTAPHA, ZANGER, | 


ZANGER, | 
\1'8 Nature and friendſhip !—how they tear my boſom ? 
| How wound my inmoſt ſoul ? 
MusTAPHA, | hb 
What means my brother? 
X ” - ZANGER. _ 
| T know not what has wrought this fatal change : 
Il | | Somme moments paſt, the ſultan croſs'd my walk ; 


His\f 


—_— 
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His brow was knit in frowns, his eye lJook'd ruin 


This villain-ſtateſman too has talk'd ſuch things ! 


Thy ruin is reſolv'd on. 
MusTAPHA, 


£ Be it ſo. 
Life is beneath my care ; nor can I wiſh 
To wear it longer, if a father deems me 
Unworthy to partake the common blefling, 
All creatures ſhare in. 


ZANGER, 

Muſtapha, no more. / )- 
Self-preſervation is heaven's eldeſt law, | (© © 
Impreft upon our nature with our life 

In characters indelible. Who ſhrinks 

Ez From this great cauſe is wanting to his reaſon : 

TY | But when our honor is traduc'd and ftabb'd at, 

=X ”Tis virtue, *tis heroic fortitude, 

"XZ Then to encounter violence with force, 

2 MusTAPHA, 


IE What force, my Zanger, ſhall a ſon employ | 
XX Againſt the ſacred life that gave him being ? | 
RT In me, reſiſtance would be parricide. 

ET That guilt I dread : I cannot fear to die, 


| Z ANGER. | ; 
Fly then : prevent th' enormous guilt of others | - | j- 
By timely flight, | q 
| MusTAPHA. 2A 


And ſo avow the crime 
My foes would fix, in all it's blackneſs, on me ? 
Such cowardice were treaſon to myſelf. 
Think, Zanger, for us both. 
ZANGER. 

YN What can I think, 
> BY But that you charm th' unhappy breaſt you wound ? 

2 © Muſtapha !—yet can your virtue bear 
To ſee our father ſtain himſelf with blood? 
The blood that nature, honor, bid him ſpare ? 
Tis\ my G 2 He 
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# He is no more the monarch, Europe, Aſia, 
Have trembled at. His amorous weakneſs grows 
[To dotage: and has robb'd him of himſelf. 
[Slave to a woman's will—T would forget 
| She gave me birth—and to a miniſter, 
i Familiar with all guilt 3 behold his ſword, 
That ſhould be drawn for juſtice, turn'd to murder ! 
To perpetrate th' offence it ſhould revenge ! 
| And will not you by honeſt flight prevent 
[| | | . His fin and ſhame ? prevent the ſure reproach 
it; ; That muſt deſcend for ever on his name ? 
| it | The brand of murderer ? 
| MusTAPHA. 
| | | Zanger, ſhould I ly— 
| | No other choice is mine—I mult unſheathe 
"The all-deyouring ſword. Then what enſues ? 
Revolt, inteſtine broils, the baneful train 
| Of crimes and miſeries that wait on. war. 
| Shall I, good hcaven ! to breathe this idle air 4 
[ A few years longer, load me with the ſins F 
And blood of thouſands ? ſhake an empire's peace, 
Unhinge it's frame, and rend it with convulſions ? 
Is life worth ſaving at ſuch mighty coſt ? 
Compar'd with this, can death be terrible ? 
- ZANGER. 
'The crime is theirs who force you into arms, 
On them alone, the rapines that ſhall waſte, 
The flames that ſhall devour, our fields, our towns, 
| The blood that ſhall be ſpilt, for ever reſts. 
it 'Yet more; a prince's life is not his own : 
| : Not for himſelf, he lives for human race. 
| 'This univerſal duty to your kind 
| Cancels all private bonds. "The future bliſs, 
| Or woe of millions, you were born to rule, A 
Hangs on your great reſolve. 


MousTAPHA 
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| MousTarPna. 
I hear with wonder 
The glorious counſel which I muſt not take, - 
No end is noble where the means are baſe. 
What? violate allegiance, duty, nature ? 
Wade on thro” cruelty, rebellion, ruin ? 
Thro' all the varied guiltineſs of war? 
And riſe to empire by ten thouſand horrors, 
That ſubjects may, at laſt, have cauſe to bleſs 
A ſovereign, thus exalted ?—No, my friend ; 
Heaven means not me it's inſtrument of good, 
If but by ways like theſe I muſt effe& it. 
Brother—farewel : I leave the world with joy, 
Leaving it thee ! 
Z. ANGER. 
O cruel—godlike friend ! 
Canſt thou reſolve on death, and bid me live ? 
MusTAPHA. 
Ye, live, my brother, live to bleſs mankind. 
Shew wondring nations what a monarch ſhould be ; 
Heaven's true vicegerent, whoſe ſuperior ſoul, 
Rais'd high above the tyrant's ſelfiſh poorneſs, 
Pants but for power of doing good, rejects 
All power of doing ill ; who makes no war 
But to revenge his necede' wrongs, no peace 
But what ſecures their ſafety ; courts no fame 
But from their happineſs : a parent he, 
The public parent ; they not ſlaves, but ſons. 
ZANGER. 
Thou ſhalt not go. This moment yet remains ; 
Perhaps the laſt—Does friendſhip plead in vain ? 
Yet if thine ear is deaf to Zanger's call— 
Think of Emira ! think of her, my brother, 
To whom thy ſoul has wedded all it's wiſhes ! 
Canſt thou abandon her? be deaf to love ? 
The pleading voice of jlove, and youth, and beauty, 
Deſpairing, dying i in thy death ? 
MusTAPHA, 
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MusTAPHA, 
| Ah friend, 
What haſt thou done ? Why doft thou ſound my heart, 
To ſhew me I am man ? frail, fearful man ? 
Why, Zanger, haſt thou brought to light a weakneſs, 
F would have kept in darkneſs from all eyes | ? 
Even from myſelf ? or wept in ſilence o'er it, 
My laft unconquerable fondneſs ? 
ZANGER. 
See ! 
She comes. What grace, what noble ſweetneſs ſhines, 
Victorious, in her opening ſpring of charms ! 
 MusTaPHA, 
O go, my brother; leave me to myſelf; 
My heart runs o'er with paffion, nor can bear 
Even a friend's eye ſhould read it's tender follies. 
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SCENE VIIL 


EmiRA, MusTAPHA, 


MusTAPHA. 
Emira ? 
EmiRaA. 
Prince !—what mean theſe eager tremblings, 
This troubled filence ? 
MusTAPHA. 
O my ſoul's beſt joy ! 
At ſight of thee, I feel—I know not what; 
My beating heart is all a ſoft confuſion 
Of fears and wiſhes, tenderneſs and tears — 
Bleſt heaven ! 


EmMiRA. | 
My Lord !—why are you thus alarm'd ? 
Ah | have you then deceiv'd me ? Was the peace, 
"The reconcilement with. your royal father 
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But feign'd to ſoothe me with betraying hopes ? 


| Cruel— | 
MusTAPHA. 


Emira, I am much to blame : 
And manhood murmurs at the fond conſent 
That has expos'd thee, in this doubtful journey, 
| To danger and alarms. Love made me weak, 
Even made me cruel ! 
EMIRA, 
Prince, why am I yours 
But to divide your cares ? to ſhare your fortunes ? 
I feel no danger, Muſtapha, but thine ; 
No fears but for thy ſafety. 
MusTAPHA. 
Knowing that, 
I know too much, and therefore am moſt wretched ! 
EMIRA. 
Ha! thou art pale—why doſt thou hide thee from me ? 
What fatal change has happen'd ? 
MusTAPHA. | 
Dear Emira! 
Thou amiable goodneſs ! ſtop theſe tears. 
'There is no preſent danger ; none, my love. 
But let me place thee ſafe beyond the din, 
Beyond the rage of war—for war is.threatn'd. 
Now while the friendly ſhades of night deſcend, 
Let Achmet guide thee hence. 
EMIRA. 
Inhuman ! oh— 
& You hide ſome horrid ſecret from mine ear. 
= What leave thee ? fly with Achmet at this hour ? 
= Muſt then Emira be the laſt to know, 
= dhe is for ever wretched ? 
MusTAPHA. 
4 No, my love : 
Our parting ſhall be ſhort—Nay, hang not on me: 
7 & Reſiſt 
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Reſiſt not with thy tears. I muſt a while, 
Refuſing thee, deny my ſoul it's comfort=  _ 
See Achmet comes.—* "Tis well. Retire at once. 
, *Achmet whiſpers him. 
Angels conduct thy ſteps ! 
EmMiRA. 
Q loſt Emira ! 
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SCENE IX. 


MusTAPHA, OSMAN, 


| OSMAN, | 
The ſultan, on whoſe head be peace and bleſling ! 
Commands, my Lord, you ſhould expect his pleaſure 
Alone in that pavilion. 
MusTarPHa. 

| I obey. 

O ſacred fortitude ! O' heaven-born gueſt ! 
Deſcend ; infule thy ſpirit thro? my breaft ; _ 
That I may calmly meet the hour of fate, 

My foes forgive, and triumph o'er their hate. 
This body ler their engines tear and grind ; 

But let not all their racks ſubdue my mind, 


End of the Third 48. 
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ACT IV...SCENE 71, 
RuSTaN, MvurrT1i. 


RUSTAN. 
Pi night looks black and boding. Darkneſs fell 
Precipitate and heavy o'er the world ; 
At once extinguiſhing the ſun : and lo, 
What clouds aſcending deepen ſhade on ſhade ! 
Some ruffling ſtorm is nigh. But are we ſafe ? 
Are we alone? I would be ſhrouded cloſe 
From mortal eye and ear. Liſt— 


Murr1, 
All is ſtill, 
RusTAN. 
Then tell me—tor my ſoul impatient longs 
To hear the news—what has our dreaded Lord 
At laft refolv'd ? | 
|  MuerT1. 
T follow'd to his tent. 
The ſcene was terrible. His mind appear'd 
A mighty ocean fſtir'd by fighting winds. 
His pace uncertain, fury in his aſpeR, | 
His boſom heaving with convulſtve thoughts, 
By turns he caſt his eyes ſevere on heaven ; 
By turns he bent them gloomy on the ground : 
A pauſe of ſilence where dumb horror reign'd, 
More wild and more expreflive to the ſight, 
Than on the ear the ſtorm of words can pour. 


RUSTAN, 
Proceed, my Lord, 


H | | MourTl. 
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MuFT1. 
At laſt, in broken ſounds 
By paſfion render'd vehement and low; 
«« Mufti, he cry'd, how ſays our ſacred law ? 
<« What doom inflicts it on a truſted ſlave, 
& Who plots deſtruction to his maſter's houſe ? 
& In cloſe conjunRtion with their foe profeit, 


* & A rancorous heretic" 


RusTAN. 

He meant the Perſian ; 
Who long as courted Muſtapha in private, 
Well, you reply” d— 

MvrrT1, 

His blood be on my head, 
Thus Rain'd and black with complicated guilt, 
He merits more than death ; chief for his league 


With heretics, a race on earth abhor'd, 
Accurſt of heaven. 


RusTAN. 


Ay, that was well, my Lord ; 


And after Solyman's own heart. TI hope 

You urg'd it home with weight of argument. 
MvuFT1., 

] did: and prov'd all hereſy more black, 

More peſtilent, than even the falſe belief 

Of chriſtian-dogs, He bow'd his head profound, 

Invoking heaven, atteſting Mahomet : 


And cry'd—** This ſon muſt periſh. Not a C27 
_ « A pleading world ſhould ſave him from my juſtice :” 


Then order'd his confinement. 
RusTAN. 


Ha! confinement ? 


By Azrael, the angel that muſt fever 
His ſoul and mortal part ! I was in hopes, 
His execution, Mufti, had been order'd. 
This tardy vengeance daſhes half my joys : 
'T'is full of dread, and may be deadly to us. 


Woul: 
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Would I had ne'er embark'd on this wild ſea, 
Where tempeſts ever rages /—Conſcience too 
' Now ſharpens all her ſtings — 

Murr. 

Away, my Lord; 
What are you doing but what thouſand Knceinan, 
Who liv'd and died in fame, have done before you ? 
He ſhall not ſcape. TI have freth accuſations, 
That with the ſultan's piety will weigh 
More ſtrong than all his crimes. This Muftapha 
Is a rank unbeliever. 


59 


RusTAN. 
| How, my Lord? 
The news revives my heart. 
MuerrT1. 


Inflam'd with zeal, 
With holy hatred to the foes of heaven, 


Jews, Chriſtians, who pollute our pious land, 
I would have wrought that boy to prompt his father 
1n giving to the ſword thoſe infidels, 
What was his anſwer, think you ? 
RUSTAN, 
I can pueſs : 
Some libertine reply. 
| MuFT1, 
"I'was moſt prophane ! 
He pointed to a plain that Jay before us, 
Profuſely gay with lowers—** Admire, he cry'd, 
* Wiſe nature's various hand : a thouſand colors, 
* A thouſand odors, greet the fight and ſmell. 
*© Fair ſuns ariſe, and genial dews deſcend 
5+ To foſter all alike : and in return, 
©** They waft their mingled incenſe to the ſky, | 
* A grateful offering there, Perhaps 'tis ſo 
* With difference in opinions : this at leaſt, 
** They have their uſe; nor ſhall they want proteCtion, 
+ While thoſe who hold them live, as ſubjects ſhould, 
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&« In amity and peace, promoting each 
« The general wealth, obſervant of the laws, 
« Ard to their ſovereign true.” —He ſaid : and turn 'd 
Abruptly from me, frowning ſcorn and anger. 
RUusSTAN. 
T thank thee for this news: but go, my Lord, 
Watch near the ſultan's door, I will the while 
Walk here and meditate. 
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| RusTaN. 
Uncertainty |! 

Fell demon of our fears | the human foul, 
That can ſupport deſpair, ſupports not thee ! 
The ton yet lives—the father may relent : 
What then becomes of Ruſtan ?—By the night ! 
By this dead darkncis that involves the world ! 
The murderer, in ſome loneſome dungeon ſunk, 
Not with more dread, more ſhaking apprehenſion, 
Awaits the hour, the midnight hour that brings 
Back from his tomb, in hideous viſitation, 
The bleeding ſhadow of the flain—than I 
"The iflue of this thing.—Huſh— 
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RoxO0LANA, RUSTAN, 


ROXOLANA. | 
Ruſtan ! ſpeak, 
| Say, is it done ? 
W 1H RusTaNn. 
i! | | O would to heaven it were ! 
Or ne'er had been attempted | 


RoxovuLANG 
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Rox0O0LANA. - 
Be of courage. | | 
Where is prince Zanger ? | 'F. 
RusTAN, 

Madam, we are obſery'd. 


"Tis he 
RoxoLANA. 
Leave us—1 fee him much diſturb'd. 


$46 4: 4646 $44 $4 + $rtþ ee tte he 
SCENE IV. 


RoxO0LANA, ZANGER, | 44 


RoxoLANA, after a pauſe, 
IaYy art thou ſilent ? What has mov'd thee thus ? 
| ZANGER, 
| would have red my ſentence in your eyes z 
Whether they doom your ſon to life or death, 
RoxoLANA, 
What wouldſt thou ſay ? 
LANGER, 
O hear me ; hear and fave}! 
Screen my lov'd brother from the ſhameful fate 
"That hovers o'er him ! Fly, prevent a father— 
You only can—from plunging into blood : 
And from the ſting of conſcience that yill goad him 
To life's laſt hour, 


RoxoLANA. iff 
Zanger, I know thy follies. oo 

Deaf to ambition's glorious call, and blind : 
To fovereign power that ipreads it's | danuing charms, | i} 
The ruling ſceptre, ſtarry diadem, if [1 
Before thy ſight, and now within thy reach 4 
Unſpirited and poor ! thou wouldft depend | 1 
For food and raiment on another's nod : " 
Grow baſely old, unaRtive, loſt to fame, | 
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Nor know the peaſant's privilege, to cat 
'Thy wretched meal ſecure : but ſtill unſafe, 
And trembling ſtill, each fearful hour expe, 
As rage or caprice guides thy tyrant's will, 
The bowl or poniard. 


ZANGER. 
Be more juſt to both. 
Nor would I ſuffer, nor will he impoſe, 
Such brutal treatment. O you know him not : 
4 A ſoul with every goodneſs, every worth, 
i} ' Enrich'd, accompliſh'd 
; RoXOLANA, 
| I will hear no more. 
i 8 _.- A mother's fondneſs for thee bids me pity 
What elſe my heart would ſcorn: and leave thy blindneſs 
To its due portion of contempt and wrongs. 
| Shake off this dull ſimplicity of foul, 
i 8 / Unworthy me, defeating all my ſchemes 
1 For empire and for glory. Every aim, 
| Th important travel of my thoughts, is all 


For thee alone. Awake, expand thy views 
| I To greatneſs, and deſerve my noble cares. 
" ZANGER.. 


O ſacred honor ! does ſome dire illuſion 

Dazle my ſenſe ?—I view myſelf with horror— 
Heaven ! was I born to be the bane of virtue ? 
To baniſh from her heart, who gave me life, 
All human thoughts ? all goodneſs ? 

v 5  RoxoLANA. | 
| Thou haſt learnt 
C | Of-Muſftapha ! and art, I find, right apt 
To profit by ſuch leflons !—yet—be wie : 

E He who adopts his crimes may ſhare his tate ! 
if | ___ZANGER, 

| What are his crimes * 
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RoxoLANA. 
His birth-right, He was born 
To reign thy maſter : he might live to ſee 
A ſlave in Roxoiana. 
ZANGER. 
Yet, *'tis heaven, 
Not Muſtapha, you ſhould accuie, 


RoxoLANA. 
Accuſe ? 
No : fond complaining is for vulgar ſouls : 
I will Tere, and puniſh. 
Z ANGER. 
T hen ſtrike here : 


] am the criminal, 
RoxoLANA. 


'Thy folly is ; 
Thy milky ſoftneſs, uninform'd, unwarm'd 
By brave ambition. 
ZANGER, 
Rather ſay, not ſear'd 
By hate; not ſavag'd by remorſeleſs rage. 
RoxoLANA. | | 
How ! does thy madneſs loſe all reverent ſenſe 
Of love and duty to a parent due ? | ll: 
Unnatural and ingrate ? | 
Z ANGER, 1 
What is my fault ? _ 
|  _RoxoLANA, 
A111 am doing for thee, 
ZANGER, | ji 
Have I wiſh'd ? 
lave I contriv'd that guilt ? 
ROXOLANA, 
Yet is it thine, 
"un elle] is his who profits by it, 
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ZANGER. 
No: 

Such gains my ſoul renounces. Can a world 
A purchas'd world advantage him, who pays 
His virtue for the purchaſe ?—Yet recall, 
My mother, * O recall your better mind, *he reels, 
That feeling pity, that ſoft ſenſe of goodneſs, 
The grace and glory of the gentler ſex. 
Now, Madam, while the ſultan's awful will 
Yet wavers unreſolv'd ; addreſs his mercy, 
His juſtice, ſave him from the worſt of crimes ! 


Theſe moments are molt precious 
* RoxoLaANA, 
| BY Zanger, riſe, 
| And heedful mark me——'tis my laſt advice, 


My kindeſt—Rouſe thee from this dreaming fondne!s, 

2 T his ſoul-debaſing narrowneſs of purpoſe, 
I | Reſolve to fecond me, to aid my views ; 
'| Or ſhare thy brother's fate. 

if ZANGER, 

''. | J 5 His fate I envy 

F He dies with all his virtue, all his fame : 

j Nor is his parting ſoul inſulted, poiſon'd, 
i By ſuch dire offers—Gracious heaven ! 
11 | RoxoLANA, 


Go on. 


1 I dare not: nature, honor, check my tongue. 

j | RoxO0LANA. 

| *Tis well—T hou voluntary wretch ! henceforth 
| | I hold thee as an alien to my love. 


| [; Z ANGER. 
: 


Tremble. "This hand may ſend thee——- 

| Z ANGER, 

| Should it pro! 
Another murderous preſent——— 


Rox0oL4a) 
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RoxoLANA, 
Ha! 
ZANGER. | 
It would be 
More welcome than an empire on ſuch terms. 
- RoxoLANA, 
Thy choice be thine. I caſt thee from my heart ; 
Renounce thee ; know thee for no ſon of mine. 
Thou ſlave in ſoul ! this moment is thy laſt : 
This moment joins thee to thy brother's doom [* 


* returning, 
Zanger—be warn'd.—I feel I love thee {till 


The mother riſes o'er the woman's rage, 

And bids me ſpare thee— Tis thy cauſe I plead— 
Inhuman ! why are all my cares, my labors, 

If not for thee i—Reply not : but obey 
Thou ſeeſt my tears : in them the parent ſee— 
Diftract me not : my life is in thy hands, 

My fame, my all on earth !\——Remember too, 


W That from this hour = bleſfing, or my curſe, 
= Is thine for ever ! 
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| SCENE V. 


C ZANGER. 
E © there needs not that: 
W Tis curſe enough that I was born of thee. 
Woupreme Diſpoſer of the world | But no; 
WI dare not imprecate thy vengeance here ! 
WE What can I more ? My thoughts are one wild whirl 


WOf horror and deſpair -Ah princeſs ! 
et ee eee ee Ee EAR eee eee tet 


SCENE VI... 


EMIRA, ZANGER. 
EmMIRA, 


Brother |! 
here is my Lord? They would have torn me hence ; 


Have 
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Have carried me to ſafe inglorious diſtance 
Love would not hear of parting | 

LANGER. 

Heaven and earth 
Conſpire again us! Whither ſhall I turn nie? 
What ſhall I counſel. thee—But ſee—the vom | [ 
| EntIRA. ls 

Ah where ? 

ZANGER. £1 

\ Emira—on this moment hangs 

Our laſt, our only hope.—Fall at his knees, 
Beſeech, adjure him. Youth and grace like thing 
May reach his ſoul, and melt him into nature. 
Diſcloſe thy ſtory : tell him with thy tears, _ 
With all,the moving ſoftneſs of diſtreſs, ' | 
| The ſecret of your heart. Who knows but heaven 
May greatly interpole it's ſovereign aid 
For injur'd virtue and imploring love=——— 


But I myſt hence unſeen. 
EmiRA. 


Alarming tryal ! _ 
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SCENE VI. 
 - SO0LYMAN, EmiRa. 


DS, SOLYMAN. 
In change of place there is no change of pain, 
Contending paſſions, urging each it's claim, 
Tear up my boſom with inteſtine war. 
Shall treaſon go unpuniſh'd ? Shall I dip 
My hands in filial blood ? O fatal choice ! 
O cruel conflict ! Have I liv'd till now 
A parent—not a murderer! Muſt I late, 
When my white age is bending to the grave, 
\ Pollute me with that ſtain ? O Pen * 
Thou haſt undone my fame——— 
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What bright unknown 
Attrafts my' 1996s, and charms away my rage ? | 
Fancy not fairer paints thoſe heaven-born maids, 
Daughters of 'paradiſe, for ever young, 
For ever blooming ; who on beds of flowers, 
By ſtreams of living waters, ſoft repofe 
To crown the immortal bliſs of happy ſouls 


With raptures unconceiv'd—She kneels ? and woes _— Lo 
 Emira, | 

O royal Solyman 
SoLYMAN, 


Say, beauteous maid, 1 

What may this poſture mean ? | I-f 
EmMiIRA, | 

Supreme of monarchs ! 
Renown'd for virtue, greatly good and juſt [ | 11 
Y.ct not a helpleſs ranger plead in vain ! 1 
beg for mercy.— { 
i 

: 


SOLYMAN. 
Mercy ? can thy youth, 
Wn charms like thine want honor ? want proteQion ? 
Y ou mult not kneel, 
EMIRA, 
_ Unhappy Muſtapha 
SOLY MAN, 


Wa! what of him? 
: EMIRA, | 

Is innocent, my Lord ; 
ear of every crime againſt a father, 
hom more than life he loves. 


SOLY MAN. 
This would be ſcan' d, 


J ou know him then. | 

EMIRA. 

; Believe theſe ſtreaming eyes ; 

WJ -uth is not fairer, nor is faith more loyal. | 

by your mw renown, by all your hopes 
12 - Of 


is . 
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Of peace on earth, of paradiſe on high, 

Be timely warn'd: revoke the dreadful doom, 
That, giving him to death, will ruin you! 

Will kill your ſweet repoſe of heart for ever F-, 
SOLYMAN. 

| Amazement all !—Thy words, thy mournful ation 


Confound my thought. Say, ſpeak, how is the fate 
Of Muſtapha thy care ? | 


__EmiRA. 
O Solyman ! 
O father of th' unhappy 
SOLYMAN. 
O my ſoul! 
What can ſhe mean ? Go on. 
EMIRA. 
. O pardon him! 
Have pity on us both {—T am—his wife— 
SOLYMAN.. 
wife |! : 


Confuſion ! 


EmMIRA. IJ 
Arm not your eye with anger. ; 
If *tis a crime——revenge it all on me: 
And in my guſhing blood 
SOLYMAN. 
Rack me no more. 
Reſume thy ſenſes : tell me who thou art. 
EMIRA. 
. Alas, my Lord, you tremble with your paſſion. 
' But hear me with indulgence——By the love 
I bear your ſon  th' obſervant faith we both 
_ Profeſs for Solyman all may be well. 
I bring the nobleſt dowry to his arms ; 


Peace to your realms, a potent monarch's friendſhip 
- On happy terms obtain'd, 


SOLYMAN. 


 Aml awake? 
Speak, peak, and eaſe my ſoul. 


EmMIR 
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EMIRA: 
| 4 All room mm comes 
SOLYMAN. 
Well, fay. 
| EmMIRA. 
The Sophy's daughter. 
SOLYMAN. 
Ha! 
_ EmiRA. 
| The eldeſt born 
Of P era ——— SEN 
| SOLYMAN, 
\ Hell and horror | heard I true ? 


Of Perſia? daughter of my mortal foe ?—— 
At length his treaſons are all come to light ——— 
Perfidious | lying ſlave ! 
EMIRA, 
O no, my Lord: 
By him who ſees the ſoul, he is not falſe, 
He never knew a thought 
SOLYMAN. 
Away——he dies ! 
Should I and all my kingdoms periſh with him. 
What, hoa——condutt her to the women's tent : 
Let Roxolana keep her ſafe. —— Tis done. 
The conflit's ended. Oſman— 
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. SoLYMAN, OSMAN. 


SOLYMAN. 
; Art thou privy 
To this conſpiracy ? 
. 2," "DSMAN. 
My Lord? 
SOLYMAN., 
I ſtood 
Even on the verge, th' extremeſt verge of fate: 


And 


\ 
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And one ſtep more——T1 doubted her I love, 

| Her who has fav'd me—Oſman, he ſhall die! 

Call Ruſtan ; bid the mutes be ready Stay, 

_ 'This cool diſfſembler, this ſmooth hypocrite, 

What can he now alledge !—Bring him before me. 
OSMAN. 


Whom, gracious Sir ? 


SOLYMAN, 
Him.—Doft thou linger, flave ? 
This rage diſturbs my reaſon. ——Muſtapha. 


O wretched Solyman ! | | 


A RRC RCRERCRERERE 2CVeRENTRTCRCRERCREREHERER 
SCENE IX 


SOLYMAN, MusSTAPHA. 


MusTAPHA. 

You ſpeak not, Sir ; 
You ſee me not. If T appear before you,. . 
Tho guiltleſs, with confuſion ; not theſe bonds, 
Nor what more fatal may enſue alarms me ? 
'The man who knows no crime ſhould know no fear : 
And yet a father's frown can thake my heart. 
Sir, if I may be heard ; if innocence 
Thus wrong'd and ſuffering 

DOLYMAN. 
I will check the ſtorm 


That heaves within, and would o'erflow all bounds. 
Juſtice alone ſhalt try him and condemn 


And yet, ſhall treaſon thus, detected treaſon, 

Profane the language of fair loyalty ? 
MusTAPHA, 

Treaſon ! O by my ſoul's immortal life, 

'This curlt ſedition leſs offended you, 

Than it afflicted your unhappy ſon. . 
SOLYMAN. 

Of that my heart has labor'd to acquit thee. 

Turn this way : raife thine eyes aloft to mine, 


And 
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And fix their beams with teady gaze upon me—— _ 
«Who knows nocrime, thou ſayit,ſhould know no fear.” 
Now anſwer me Art thou not join'd in league, 
In helliſh compact with thy father's foes ? 
Art thou not—married ? 

 __ MvusTaAPHaA, 

_ Heaven! 
SOLYMAN. 


We | | Ha ! does this truth 
Flaſh juſt conviction on thee ? ſtrike thee dumb? 


Now, whither is thy confidence of tongue, 
Thy darling liccnce fled ? 


MusTAPHA. 
'Then—farewell, hopel1 : 
Yet—let me die the ſame I till have liv'd, 
Above all falſehood, all diflimulation. | 
I am, my Lord: and but for that mad tumult, 
| Which broke our evening's talk abruptly off, 
(So angry heaven decreed) I had even then, 
In all the plainneſs of diſcovery, laid 
The ſecret at your feet ; from full belief, 
My action, try'd by candor as by juſtice, 
Muſt have procur'd forgiveneſs to myſelf ; 
And to Emira, crown'd with every grace, 


With every virtue bright, your tendereſt love. 
May I proceed ! 


SOLYMAN, 
Proceed ? What canſt thou add, 

What can I hear, but riſing proofs on proofs, 
That I am miſerable, thou moſt baſe ? 

. MusTAPHA, 
I plead not now for life: nor would I hold it 
Diſhonor'd by a father's deep diſtruſt, 
Embitter'd by his hate, I would but lighten 
THY imputed guilt that weighs upon my name. 
My foes, I knew, my unrelenting foes 


Were high in your regard, truſted, belov'd ; 


Attach's 


%. 
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Attach'd with no leſs faith to'you, than fix'd 
And in cloſe league combin'd—to ruin me. 
Their power in all it's dark extent I ſaw ; 
It's baleful influence felt. The law of heaven, 
' The voice of reaſon, urg'd me to preſerve 
Myſelf from death, my father from a crime. 
Againſt inveterate, unabating hate, 
; I ſought protection, ſought a ſure retreat : 
| Andfound it in the Perſian monarch's love. 
Weary of war's fel! ravage, wiſhing reſt, 
He gave his blooming daughter to my arms, 
And with her thoſe fair provinces your ſword 
| Had won andloft by turns ; to. be annex'd 
For ever'to your empire, on ſuch terms 
Of peace, as you and juſtice might approve. 
Behold, my Lord, even:in it's laſt receſs, 
The heart of mn.”-d ! TT 6&1 
DOLYMAN, + 
Well—thou haſt ſaid, 


£ 


Is there aught more? _ 
MusTAaPHa. 
My Lord, to life or death 
Indifferent, as impatient of diſhonor, 
Reſign'd unfearing, I expeR my fate. _ 
But oh-——Emira !—-—On my knee, for her, 
Who but for being mine had been moſt happy, 
]-beg a father's dear regard. _ 
SOLYMAN. 
Retire. 
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SCENE X. 
SOLYMAN, RUSTAN at a diſtance, 
SOLYMAN. 
Why does my | Kraining eye purſue his ſteps ? 


Out, foolith nature ; leave me to the thoughts 
That ſuit a monarch. He, or I muſt fall. 


MUSTAPHA. 73 


"Tis rage no more: *tis reaſon's deep alarm, 
Abruptly waken'd o'er the ſtartling view 
Of precipice and ruin full before her, 
May I believe my ſenſes ? How ! a fon | 
Aſpiring, popular, belov'd and brave, 
His very virtues formidably great, 
Combin'd, confederate with my mortal foe ? 
Even wedded to his daughter ?' young and fair, 
And mighty o'er a huſband's duftile heart ! 
To drive his paſſions, and inflame his will 
With each curſt purpoſe of her father's hate ! 
And ſhall a tale by ſmooth-tongu'd cunning fram'd 
Stagger my heart, or ſoothe me to falſe peace ? 

Why lingers then my juſtice ? While I thus 
Her awful rule obey, why feels my heart 
The horrors that ſhould wait on guilt alone ? 
No: let me lay down empire, or aſſert 
It's injut'd rights : and, while I weep the ſon, 
Give up to death the criminal—O heaven | 

___ RusTan. 
In tears, my Lord ? 
EX: SOLYMAN. 
Theſe tears are terrible : 
And fate will follow them—But canſt thou gueſs 
What I would leave untold ! 
RUSTAN. 
| I dare not read 

My fovereign's ſecret will. | 

| SOLYMAN, 

| "Thus then. The mutes— 
Afric's black ſons—the fell and fatal band 
Whoſe ſouls no pity know—hold them prepar'd. 
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SCENE XL. 


RusTAN. | 
Is it then fix'd ? This inftant ſees them ready. 
Aſcend, from hell's profoundeſt night, ye powers, 
Who aid conſpiracy in her dire workings ! 
Engage his head, his heart, till this be done, 
And crown the work of fate yourſelves begun ! 


The End of the Fourth AR. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
ZANGER, ACHMET. 


|  ACHMET. 
H E hour grows more tempeſtuous, 
'F ZANGER. 
3, Ab Not a ſtar 
Remains unquench'd ; but total blackneſs fills 
The vault of night. 
ACHMET. 
Look, from the turbid fouth 
What floods of flame in red diffuſion burſt, 
| Frequent and furious, darted thro* the dark 
And broken ridges of a thouſand clouds, 
Pil'd hill on hill ; and hack, the thunder rous'd 
Groans in long roarings thro? the diſtant gloom. 
ZANGER, 
*Tis well: and we, O heayen ! revere thy voice, 
Thy voice of terror, meant to ſhake the hearts 
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Of guilty men. What withers their reſolves, 
Lends force to ours. Achmet, if honor lives 
Within thy breaſt ; if this tremendous call 
'Can wake thee to a deed of noble daring, 
Now fave thy maſter. 
| ACHMET, 
: Prince, command my ſervice. 
Be life or death the ſequel, I have learnt, 
When honor calls, undoubting to obey. 
This worthy part is ours ; th' event we leave 
To heaven's deciding care. 
| ZANGER. 
| I need not ſay, 
In ſaving Muftapha, we ſave the friend 
Of virtue, of mankind. But how alas ! 
For I have ſounded all a mother's heart, 
Each ſource of tenderneſs profeſs'd for me, 
In favour of this brother—and in vain! 
The Sultan too, inexorable, deaf 
Even to Emira's voice ! has ſeal'd his doom. 
Amid the filence of the midnight-hour, 
A ſhameful death awaits him ! 


ACHMET. 

| Judge ſupreme ! 
Is ſuch the-lot for innocence decreed ? £ 
| What can we do? 

gn ZANGER. 

Brave Achmet, true, the camp 
Lies plung'd in lumber : but the troops adore 
This injur'd virtue. Rouſe the neareſt band 
With cautious hafte ; from man to man du, 
In whiſper'd confidence, the fatal tale, 
The ſecret of their hero's threaten'd fate : 
Then, on a fignal given, ruſh all at once _ 
Into the guilty room ; and bear him thence 
Among th' expeQting ſoldiers. 


 K2 ACHMET; - 
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#5. ' ACHMET. 
By the ſtorm 

That thunders round us with redoubling peals ! 
The brave deſign has fir'd me : I will fave, 
' Or periſh greatly with him. Knows the prince 
Of our intention? _ | 

Z ANGER. 

No; inor were it ſafe - 
To truſt his ſcrupulous virtue with the ſecret, 
Above all fear of death, he would not riſk 
A life this way, to make his own immortal. 
Then give we honor, ftrict as his, no cauſe 
To diſavow our aCtion ; let no blood, 
Even of his executioners, be ſpilt. : 

ACHMET. | 
We will not ſtain an enterprize of juſtice 
With deeds of cruelty. *'That care be mine. 


What ſhall the ſignal be ?. 
ZANGER. 
__ A blazing torch 
Wav'd thrice amid the trees that ſhade this tent, 
My watch is theres 
ACHMET. 
Enough. 
ZANGER, 
Farewel. 
ACHMET. | 
EE: Yet ſay, 
Where do we meet ? | : 
 _Zancrs. : 
Behind the blaſted pine : 
That bounds the laſt pavilion. 
ACHMET, 


Prince, remember ! 
My ſervice ſhall not linger: if 1 fall, 


*Tis as a ſoldier ſhould. 


' LANGER, 


MUSTAPHA. 
ZANGER. 
Away—the vizir 


T7 


Is coming towards us. 
SE NE NN INI EIN ICE INI REI HEINE ONLINE ON 
SCENE | II. 

RoxoLANA, MuFT1, RusTay, 


RoxoLANA. 

Mufti, what a night -— 
Is roaring o'er us ! My frail woman's heart 
Quakes at the loudning horror of the ſtorm ? 
What mean the angry ſkies ? 

MuFrT1. 
I have obſerv'd, 
When the ſoul labors with ſome mighty purpoſe 
That dread and danger uſher into birth, 
Fancy alarm'd ſees in each accident 
A heaven-ſent omen ; of her own vain fears, 
Shapes fiends or ghoſts ; embodies empty ſpace, 
 Pours terror on th' unreal form ; then ſhrinks 
Appall'd and trembling from her own creation. 
Why, this tempeſtuous time reſpects not us ; 
Or it befriends our purpoſe. 
RusTAN. 
True, great princeſs, 

The ſoldiers all are huſh'd : the camp is now 
Still as the midnight-deſart. Even the factious, 
Whoſe prying curioſity had elſe 
Been buzzing round us, tremble in their tents, 
Awe-ſtruck ? nor dare aſſemble while the heavens 
Are blazing round their heads. 


MuerT1. 


Madam, ſee here— __ 


For give full ſcope to joy—behold the ſcroll 
net numbers R__ among the dead |! 


RoxoLana, 
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RoxoLANA. 


Yet, Mufti, was it hardly gain'd, The combat 


Of love and vengeance in his father's breaſt, 

Like agonizing nature ere it yields #5 

To death's laſt dart, held ſtrong and terrible. 

MurrT1. 

Nor had the ſon's accumulated crimes 

Met their due puniſhment, but for your ſkill, 

Your known aſcendant o'er the ſultan's heart, 

All-open to your influence.— T ake it, vizir, 

Th' important ſchedule ; and ſee juſtice done 

On this our enemy. 
oirae: 

| O I could give 

A looſe to rapture !—But the time forbids. 


When Ay he die ? 
MurrT1. 


Deſtruction hovers o'er him : 
Theſe moments are his laſt. So wills the ſultan : 


And has ſhut up his tent from all acceſs, 
Till this be done. 
RoxoLANA. 

Now, now indeed I. live ! 
Now am I ! O friends, you. both ſhall taſk 
Henceforth my deareſt intereft in your ſervice. 
Fly, Ruſtan, plant firong watch at every gate, 
At every avenue: let none go forth, 
None enter, till the morning ſhines abroad. 

RusTaAN. 

All is prepar'd. The flaves are ready arm'd, 
A numerous band: and I will poſt them ſtrait 
With watchful ſecreſy.—Now, Muſtapha, 
Thy boaſted victories, the courted love 
Of giddy multitudes that hail'd, this morn, 
Thy ſhort-liv'd triumph—what avail they now ? 
That pageant-ſhow will but embitter thought, 
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But aid thy foes to torture thee in death, 
Come, Mufti : to our __ 


SCENE Il. 


RoxoLANA. 
I am alone ! 
My boſom pants with ardent expectation, 
And dreadful hope ! O wou'd this hour were paſt ! 
The ſolitary horror of my thoughts l 
Diſmays me--Who goes there ?--His wife !--I would not * 
Now hear her fond complainings. | 
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SCENE Iv. 


EmMirA, Roxo0LANA. 


EmiRra. Te L.28 
Fly not, madam : 

WJ For miſery has ſure a mournful right | 
= To pity, even to reverence. If your ſoul 

© Is truly royal, and adorns the height 
2 Of your imperial fortune, you will weep 

© The woes you have not known. If mercy lives, 

© If gentleneſs yet holds her ſofteſt ſeat, 

= Where once ſhe joy'd to dwell, a woman's breaſt j— 
© O Roxolana—by theſe melting eyes ! 

= By this imploring poſture ! now exert 

Your thouſand ways of charming him you love! 

= Wake nature, reaſon, in his heart ; to ſave 

23A hero who ſupports bis throne, a fan 

3 Who fears no death but from a father's frown, Ii 
WF Think, for this noble aft, how fair your name, _ 
; How bright with praiſe, to nations yet unborn | 


- —_———_ — _ a we — = 


All- 


8 MUSTAPHA. 
All-lovely will deſcend !—You hear me not. 
Ah, madam, this way bend your ſight: in me 
No common ſuppliant kneels. I once believ'd— 
O groundleſs pride !—that but to heaven alone 
I could have bow'd me thus! 
' Rox0LANA. | 

: My wonder, princeſs, 
Has kept me ſilent : let it plead my pardon 
That you have knelt ſo long. Nay, dry your tears : 


Myſelf will ſend the prince to your embrace, 
And end for ever all your doubts and fears. 


SCENE V, 


_ EmiRa. 
What inſolence of cruelty, what cold, 
Unfeeling pride fate mocking in her eye ! 
O man ! what ſavage bears a heart like thine, 
Till thy own ills have taught thee ſocial ſenſe, 
And foften'd thee to goodneſs ? —Muſtapha ! 
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SCENE VI. 


EMIiRA, MUSTAPHA. , 


Fl 


 MvusTaPHaA. 
Am I ſo bleſt once more to ſee thy face ? 
Once more to preſs thee in my faithful arms ? 
O tranſport even in death |! 
EmiRa. 

Death ! guard me, love, 
Defend | me, heaven, from that diſtracting thought ! 
O muſt inhuman queen !—What, loſe thee then ? 
Thus loſe thee—in thy flowering ſpring of life ? 
With all thy honors "ou and fragrant on thee ? 


MusTa FHA, | 


CR, Mi 


fy, 


MUSTAPHAA, 


MusTAPHA, 
Tf I have right employ'd this ſcanty ſpan, 
»Tis life's full meaſure : honor is old age, 
Were I not torn from thee, from thy loy'd boſom, 
To die is to be happy. Gracious heaven 
In mercy to mankind has made life ſhort ; 
Elſe wrongs and ſufferings, our ſure portion here, 
Would be ſupportleſs load | 
 EmiRA, 

OQ heaven and earth } 
Shall ruffians, mercenary ſlaves, enur'd 
To murders, recent from the baſeſt crimes, 
Attempt thy facred life ? 


MusTAPHA. 

The cauſe alone | 
For which \ we ſuffer makes death terrible, 
What can he more, with all his terrors arm'd, 
When we oppoſe fair virtue to his blow, 
But firſt enlarge the ſoul to liberty ? 
And then to bliſs immortal ? I will meet him, 
This foe of nature, with the ſame calm brow 


 T oft have ſeen and ſought him thro' the ranks 


Of raging, war—To ſpare a father's crime, 
Would I had found him there ! 

| EMIRA, 

Are then my hopes 

All fled for ever ?—Have I liv'd to this ? 
O Muſtapha—yet let me ſhare thy fate: 
Yes, periſh with thee. From thy firmer heart 
My weakneſs will draw ſtrength, and meet the doom, 


8 That muſt involve us both, ſerene and fearleſs. 


 MusTaPHaA. 
Thou angel-virtue | this is death's ſharp pang, 


This tenderneſs that pains me into agony. 
Thy lover and thy huſband who ſhould thield, 
Should cover thee frum every _ alas ! 
Is NY with thy ſoftneſs ! 
L EMIRA, 


ts 
i 
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_ EmiRaA. 

. 7 My lov'd Lord! 
Soul of my wiſhes! glory of my thoughts ! 
Your father—has he then renounc'd that name? 
Caſt from his heart humanity and honor ? 
Can it be poſſible ? Yet let me fly, 
Aſſault him, pierce him with my tears, and wake 
The +209 within his breaſt ! 


MusTAPHA, 


My gentle love, 
It will not be: The ſecret of our nuptials 
Untimely told, betray'd I know not how, 
Has fx'd my doom irrevocable. 


EmMIRA. 


Oh l_—_—_ 
My Lord! _ my life ! "FM 
__ \MusTAPHA, 
Why doſt thou tremble ? why 
With this convulſive ardor graſp my hand 4 


 EMIRA. 
Ah Muſtapha 


Mobrarma: 


What wouldft thou ſay? My hour 
Is haftin g forward. 


'EMIRA. 


 Wouldft thou know—O horror ! 
The WH killing foe, the deadly REIT | 
That has undone thee ? | 


- MusTAPHA. 


So may w_ receive 
My parting .ſoul, as anger and revenge, 
| Avevery paſlion is extinguiſh'd here — - 
E- All but my love for thee, 
= EMIRA, 
F | _ ____ O grief. of heart—— 

| When i injur'd virtue not upbraids our crime, 

But Fw, but forgives ; the bitter pang 


- > —————— 


MUSTAPHA, :; 


Our ſoul then feels is every death in one! 
Strike here, my Lord. 
MusTAPHA, 

Ha! what? My ſenſes all 
Recall to hear thee talk thus, 

EMIRA. | 

Yet ſhew mercy : 
If you not loath me, firike. *T'was I, O heaven ! 
"Twas curft Emira's tongue proclaim'd thy ſecret. 
MusTAPHA, 
Thou deareſt ! thou unequal'd tenderneſs! 
Now am I moſt prepar'd to lay down life. 
My heart I bluſh to think it could be baſe——. 
Was liſtning to ſuſpicions of ſome friend, 
= Whoſe falſchood had undone us. Thou haſt ſav'd me 
; From dying with that guilt upon my ſoul. | 
| EMIRA. 
W Thy friends are innocent. Even Solyman, 
Even fatal Roxolana, both were friends 
Io me——Emira was thy only foe. 
MusTAPHA. 

hy words diſtract me. I ſhall die a coward, 
orgetful of my name, unworthy thee. 
t was the ſweet exceſs of tendereſt love, 
Wg-cd thee to plead a daughter's ſacred claim 
gn Solyman : and ſure if aught on earth, 
8 human influence could have found his heart, 
IT hy tears, thy truth, thy charms, muſt have prevail'd, 
EMIRA. 
© ſpare me, Muſtapha. Each piercing accent 
a keen ſword, and ſtabs into my heart. 
ere I to live after this dear forgiveneſs, 
WV hat were it but to hear, each lingring hour, 
= t' upbraiding voice of honor, virtue, duty, 
Egondemning, laſhing my diſtracted foul 
BF ith their ſevereſt ſcorpions. No, Emira, 
Jo farther thought of life———— 


L 2 MusTAPHA. 


4 MUSTAPHA;, 
mw MusTAPHA. 
Yes, you muſt live 
Or ſee me die, the laſt of human race. | 
O if my fair renown thro' life preſery'd, x 
And meant a brave example now in death, 
Be dear to my Emira ; ſhe will live 
To plead my vittue's cauſe before a father : 
And reconcile him to a ſon's juſt fame, 
Who living honor'd, and who dying bleſt him, 
EMIRA. 
What ſays my Lord ? Fer all the promifel Joys 
Of paradiſe, 1 would not ſee his face : 
Nor will I part from thee. 
| MusTAPHA. 
My hour is come ! 
T.heard th inexorable angel call ! 
His potent voice ſounds awful in mine ear! 


Emira |\—— Oh——farewel | 
EMIRA, | 
Ha! who are theſe ? 
| MusTAPHA. 
The miniſters of fate. Oſman and mutes enter. 
| EMIRA. X 


\ Ye bleſicd powers ! 
Save, ſhield me from their fight ! 
MusTAPHA. 
Alas—ſhe faints ? 
O Zanger | O my friend ! where now is he, 
Whoſe hand ſhould comfort and ſupport my love ? 
Look on her, heaven ! [I leave her in thy care, Y 
| The mutes make ſigns for him to rin ſt j- 
'T come, my friends. A few tears will have way 
At this eternal parting: Dear Emira !— 
Oſman, look here—and let my father know 
What thou haft ſeen !—One kiſs—Her check is cold-þ ; 
One more—O bitter ſweet !—And now the pangs | 
Of death are paft, | Emira #s carried of [ 
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MUSTAPHA.. 38 
| Os8MAN. | 
My wounded heart weeps blood 


At this ſad fight ! 
WCOOOMOoooornrrooronnronone 
SCENE VII. 


SOLYMAN, OsMAN. 


SOLYMAN. 
Protect me, heaven ! 
OsMAN. 


| My lord? 
SOLYMAN-. 


Oſman, it vaniſh'd here ! 


OsMman, 
My. gracious fovereign, 
What moves you thus ? What do your eyes purſue 
With ſuch tcanſported gaze ? 
SOLY MAN. 
Sy If parted ſouls 
Can leave the midnight-caverns dark and damp, 
Where ſleeps their moldering duſt, to walk on earth 3 
This very now the ſpe&re of a man 
It bore the ſemblance of my buried father—— 
Stalk'd pale and terrible athwart my fight ! 
And glar'd a look of anger as it paſs'd ! 
OSMAN. 


Can this be poſlible ? 
SOLYMAN, 

I ſaw it plain, | 
In my lone tent, deaf murmurs ſtruck mine ear, 
From airy voices whiſpering thro' the gloom, 

] liſten'd : when at once a wave of flame 
Burſt, dimly flaſhing round me, and diſclos'd 
The hideous viſion—Look, it bends this way= 
Behold it, Oſman ! 
Osman, 
"Tis illuſion all. 


SOLYMAN, 


%6 MUSTAPHA. 
| DOLYMAN, _ 
O night of horrors !——Muſtapha, thy ate, 


Thy pangs are yet leſs terrible than mine! 
Oſman, [: am moſt wretched 


O&MAN, 


Hark, my Lord, 
What ſhouts ! what furious outcries ! ! 


OOO OOO OOO at 
SCENE VII. 


SOLYMAN, OsMAN, RusTAN. 


SOLYMAN. 
Bleeding and pale ! 
X | RusTAN. 
Prince Zanger— 
SOLYMAN, | 


What of him ? 
RusTAN. 
To fave his brother—But my ſtrength forlakes Mme— 
I —— | 
SoLYMAN; 
raiſe him up——ſay on. 
| RusTAN. 
To fave his brother, rous'd the ſleeping camp— | 
I threw myſelf, with all your gather'd ſlaves, | 
To bar their paſſage 


Confuſion ! 


SOLYMAN, 
Is my ſon eſcap'd ? 
| RusTAN. 
I faint—my heart pants thick—To0 late I ſee 
Th” avenging hand of heaven !—too late 1 find, 


All wickedneſs is miſery !\——But yet, 
I will not die with unrepented guilt 
Upon my parting ſpirit Muſtapha—— 


Prophet! forgive me—was moſt innocent : 
And Roxolana——— | SOLYMANe 


MUSTAPHA tt 


SOLYMAN. 
Slave ! thou dy'f too ſoon ; 
And haſt eſcap'd my juſtice——-Roxolana—— 
Thou wouldſt have faid—is falſe as hell, or thee ! 
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SCENE IC 


Back ſcene opening diſcovers the mutes and ſoldiers in atti- 
tudes of grief round the body of Muitapha, They bring 
it forward. | 

ZANGER, entering, 
Alas! my brother—dead !—Look here, juſt heayen'! 
I could not fave but I can periſh with thee. 


abs himſelf. 


SOLYMAN. [me ? 


What haft thou done ?—Wert thou too leagu'd againft 
Yet live : my heart forgives, and bids thee live, 

Z ANGER. 
Not univerſal rule ſhould bribe me now 
Longer to breathe this tainted air——— My Lord-— 
By thoſe ſoft tears of pity and remorſe 
You ſhed o'er this ſad ſcene—Support me, friends—= 
To dying friendſhip grant this laſt requeſt——-— 
Beneath one marble let us reft together ; 
' In the ſame ſocial tomb our human part 
Sleep ſafe, and undiſturb'd—— Now, Muſtapha==oo 
Now, I am thine for ever |! 
ENG E Fn. SOLYMAN, 
| O my ſons! 
Did ever age produce ſuch god-like worth ? 
Such matchleſs friendſhip ?-—Ah—what then am I 
"Their murderer !--Hide, O hide me from that thought't 
O let me plunge into profoundeſt night !_ 
Let her broad wing with ever-during ſhade 
Involve my memory ! left fame ſhould tell, 
Should publiſh to remoteſt time—l clog'd | 
A life of glory—thus, _ SCENE 
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"y "On fepmthe eurſ effects. 
| Qf my dire arts ] 


8 Deatho—abhnt wes: and mercy! $I TBaltlive | 
"Whole years of thapeleſs anguiſhand deſpair, In 1 


Two demons, ;hourly to upbraid-and.curſe 


| She ſhall not breath&a ſigh; or drop a tear, 
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Look ! 4 


0144.68 $M Roxorana, WOES - $i res 
2 $ab b "recall aet* <> my thought | 
What I have done—O give me inftang deith ! ' 
+ SOLY MAN; :. % 


To prove-the pitigs, the heart-deſtroying horrors, 


Even'all thae love betrayand:chang'd to gall 


Can pour upon thee. . Yes, we both ſhall live, 


Each other's crime—Ha! drag her from the corple. n 


Oter my wahappy fon—* Hark !. righteous heaven 
Rolls deep (i anbnjjing thundero'er ourheads; 

—_ os M07 *<6-5Binh Sittbalde 5x beard. 
Juſtice divine): giſctiieyo.le heron fe——, |, 
On her,” It cannot err 5/42 are guilty, 
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Of amorous coerontng aud of woman's tet 
Ofaurtd; prerogative of boundleſs ſway, "6h 
That gives the deallly. paſions. ſcope to play: 
Rage andyevenge to.cqWaſd-Fear: ſucteed ; 
And: worth muſt periſh, 
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